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GEAR Sri Sn I SIS 


~“HOTE! OPENING HIS BAG WHICH IS FULL OF CHILDREN” 
Kita Buse - JAPAN (197TH CENTURY) 


The iconic image of the Chinese “Laughing 
Buddha” — the monk with a prominent belly who 
is always carrying a large sack and an even bigger 
smile — has become such a widely recognized 
Buddhist symbol that many people often mistake 
him for the Big-B, founder of Buddhism, Buddha 
Shakyamuni. 

This title “Shakyamuni” translates to “The 
Shakya Sage,” while Shakya was the name of his 
clan, or to be more precise, of his ethnicity. 

The Buddha with a big B had many titles, and 
his name was Siddhartha Gautama. He is usually 
depicted as a very serious and thin Indian man, 
who is said to have lived around 500 years before 
our Common Era. 


BUDDHA SHAKYAMUNI, SIDDHARTHA GAUTAMA 


The fat laughing buddha, usually depicted 
begging or playing with children, on the other 
hand, was a Zen monk from China, known as 
Hotei, who lived in between the 9th and 10th cen- 
turies; about fifteen hundred years after the time 
of Siddhartha. 
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DHIST MONK HoTEI, THE LAUGHING BUDDHA 
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Here, we have an opportunity to clarify silly 
details that can become barriers to some people. I 
apologize to those readers who, like me, are not 
particularly interested in all this fuss: 


“Hotei” is the Japanese reading of his name. 
However, that monk lived in China; where the 
same symbols making up his name are read in a 
different manner, as “Budai.” 

Why? 

Because Chinese symbols were adopted by the 
Japanese language. Much like the symbol “¥” is 
read as “heart” in English and “coeur” in French, 
the Chinese ideograms have different readings in 
Japanese. 

So these monks had a lot of names and titles, 
besides having nicknames and being identified 
with the mountain or temple where they lived. All 
these names can usually be read in different ways 
and romanized through different rules. This can 
get pretty confusing as you dig deeper into related 
books. 


The word “Zen” is already a Japanese reading 
of the original word in Chinese, “Chan” — which in 
turn was a tentative Chinese pronunciation of the 
Sanskrit word “Dhyana,” or “Jhana,” meaning 
“meditation” or “a meditative state of mind.” 

So, just as “Zen” has become the popular name 
for the sect around the world, also the names of 
some Chinese monks, like Budai, are sometimes 
more popular internationally by their Japanese 
reading, like Hotei. 


Why? 


Because cinema was created by some, but it 
became a worldwide entertainment due to the 
practice of others. Just remember that “Chan” 
was already a revolution, or an adaptation of a 
previous Indian Buddhism. 

In China, it seems Chan was mostly limited to 
monks and philosophers, but in Japan it became 
popular among society as a whole. 

The samurai class embraced Zen, housewives 
embraced it, artists, artisans and so forth, until 
eventually Zen was consolidated for a time as a 
pillar of Japanese culture. From Japan, the world 
was introduced to Zen. 

Maybe because of this, it is common to find 
Chinese names in their Japanese reading, when 
reading translated books on Zen, as the source 
material to those books was probably written in 
Japanese; often translated from Chinese originals 
that are no longer available. 


There is also a movement trying to use the 
original Chinese readings, so that “Joshu” would 
become “Zhaozhou” and “Rinzai’” would be “Linji.” 
In the end, everything turns into a big mess, as 
you read more books on Zen. 

I myself don’t really care. To me, it makes no 
difference if the author of “Mountains and Rivers 
are Sutras” was Dogen or Wolverine. I don’t care if 
his name should be written as Dogen, Dégen, 
Dougen, or Throatwobbler Mangrove. These are 
worries for those who are not practitioners, while 
working on their scholarly books. 
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But scholars are not sages and sages are not 
scholars. You should consider for yourself where is 
the contradiction between them. 


Still, most books about Zen literature are 
scholarly books. And just like ancient monks 
would journey from master to master, the practice 
of exposing yourself to different points of view can 
be very rewarding. Therefore, I hope this kind of 
boring interruption can help you to also navigate 
those books. Even if they are meant for scholars, 
you can try to steal from the scholars what they 
didn’t even know they had. This is good practice. 


In the case of Hotei, his story had been lost in 
China, buried in the alternation of successive 
fashions and interests. 

For the Chinese, even today, the Laughing 
Buddha is widely considered a generic figure in 
Buddhist mythology (5##) 1% / Buddha Mi Le, or 
Maitreya) and affectionately called “Master Big 
Belly” (Da Du-zi / AAL+F). His figure was adopted 
by several myths and religions, finally becoming 
an object of popular superstition. 


The Japanese have apparently kept many of 
the customs imported from China, long after they 
were forgotten in their homeland. Hotei is a good 
example. 

It was the Japanese who recorded, preserved, 
copied, and passed on the original story of the 
“Laughing Buddha,” still calling him “Hotei” (the 
Japanese pronunciation of ff$%, which means 
“Cloth Sack” and is read in Chinese as “Budai.”) 
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Although we do not know when Hotei was 
born, the documents recording his death date back 
to 916. 

Also because of the records preserved by the 
Japanese people, we know he was a wandering 
beggar. It is said he would sometimes stop in the 
middle of the market, in a city he was visiting, 
and start laughing. 

His laugh was supposedly so charismatic and 
contagious that a chain reaction of infectious 
laughter would at times spread throughout the 
entire town. This was his “sermon.” 

When people asked him about the Dharma, he 
would fold his hands and smile in silence. 


Hotei is also remembered for always carrying 
a large sack to keep food, trinkets, and, whenever 
possible, toys and candy for children. 

Children adored him as much as Japanese 
painters love portraying him surrounded by them. 


This fourth and last volume (an exhaustive 
and completely uncaged handbook on the secure 
identification of those particular snakes that have 
a turtle nose) is dedicated to Hotei. 

Since he was appointed the cover boy to this 
book, maybe it would be more convenient if he 
were handsome, athletic and well-dressed; if he 
could drop his suspicious habits (suspicious among 
monsters at least,) of begging and hanging out 
with children. 

However, the Zen school is somewhat famous 
for embracing contradictions, and naturally here 
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in the Kerozene sect it is convenient that Hotei is 
so inconvenient. 


Are you the only one who missed the memo? 

“Embrace society’s dirt! Become the true altar 
of soil and grain! Embrace society’s reproach! 
Become the rightful emperor of the world!” 


Fat or athletic, suspicious or unsuspecting, 
convenient or inconvenient... Bound by all this 
dualism, you are far behind; playing the Video 
Game of the Universe with an outdated controller 
that only has two buttons. 


If you go even further and discriminate among 
these buttons as either “right” or “wrong” — if you 
reject one and get attached to the other — of course 
resulting limitations will obstruct the clarity of 
the mind, like a speck falling into the eye. 

Without overcoming this, you will never be 
able to play on my Wu-Weistation. 


Belo Horizonte, 2021 
Daniel Abreu de Queiroz 


12 


From ancient sages to hip-hop 


We proceed with a poem by Hotei. 

Later (and already seen in a previous volume) 
the first lines from this poem would be sampled by 
Ryokan. 

Did you know the art of sampling was born 
within poetry, a very long time ago? 

Now you can see how the following lyrics were 
dropped by some legendary O.G.: 


From a single bowl, 

I savour the rice of a thousand homes. 
Alone, 

I wander a thousand leagues. 


Those who shine respectfully 
In my eyes 
Are few. 


Amid white clouds 


I search 
For the truth. 
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Harmonizing the ten bodies of Buddha 


The great Zen master and poet Ryokan has 
sampled verses from Hotei, adapting them to his 
own expression. 

When people questioned the Laughing Buddha 
about Buddhism, he used to fold his hands and 
smile in silence. In the following koan, we realize 
this too can be sampled. 

But you tell me, is it imitation? 


Much is said about Zen being spontaneous 
and self-reliant; how masters reject putting words 
from others into their own mouths. On the other 
hand, they are certainly always referencing each 
other. What does it mean? 

Are people using the word “I” copying it from 
those who used it previously? Even if we say “no”, 
are we saying shameful imitators do not exist? 

If being a shameful imitator is possible, must 
each one of us come up with a new way to point at 
themselves? 

How to distinguish those saying “I” with au- 
thenticity from those who are simply imitating 
others? Can I be different from I? 

This koan mentions some harmonization of 
ten bodies into a single one, but you should also 
consider the de-harmonization of a single body 
into ten. 


Case: 


A monk asked Tosu Daido: 
“Harmonizing the ten bodies of Buddha,’ what 
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does it mean?” 

Tosu stood up and folded his hands. 

The monk said: 

“What is the difference between the sacred 
and the mundane?” 

Tosu stood up and folded his hands. 


Commentary from the master noting the case: 


To experience the harmonized bodies on your 
own, detach yourself from ordinary consciousness 
and realize that, from the beginning, there was 
nothing to be harmonized. Just investigate that 
which is unmoveable and silent. 

Tosu went the extra mile for that monk, but 
he can not understand. 


Establishing the difference between sacred 
and mundane entails knowing that “mundane” is 
everything south of the North Pole, while “sacred” 
means everything north of the South Pole. 

Are you the last one to know? “Within the 
mundane experience, nothing is sacred. Within 
the sacred experience, nothing is mundane.” 

Tosu leaves nothing on the table and no stone 
unturned for that monk, yet he won’t understand. 


Poem: 


All and each one, 

Every and each thing, 

Everything is real and complete. 

When affirmation and negation disappear, 
There it is! 


15 


Folding hands 


Master Tosu Daido told the assembly: 

“You come here looking for fresh words and 
phrases, collecting shiny sayings to hang from 
your tongues, displaying them to others. 

“But I am old and my energy scarce. My lips 
and tongue are tired. I have no time for nonsense. 
If you have a question, I will answer it directly. 
But from the start there is no mystery that could 
be compared to you. 

“Tm not helping you to pile up words. You will 
never find me telling people to seek for a buddha 
here or for a dharma there, nor debating sacred or 
mundane. I’m never saying you can solve this by 
sitting with your legs crossed. 

“Each one of you manifests an entire universe. 
It is the understanding that arises from this — 
about yourself and your own life, about the nature 
of your existence in the universe — that you need 
to carry with you into the future. 

“I have nothing to offer maxim collectors, nei- 
ther openly nor implicitly. If any of you have a 
question, I will answer it.” 

A monk asked: 

“So what is the final word?” 

Tosu said: 

“The one you didn’t understand at first.” 
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Origin 


A king asked a Zen master: 

“Where does the rain come from?” 

The master said: 

“It comes from your question.” 

The king was delighted by this remark. 
The master asked: 

“Where does your question come from?” 
The king was at a loss for words. 
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Dogen introduces himself 


When my interest in awakening was first 
aroused, I visited several teachers and sought 
their guidance. Upon meeting Master Myozen of 
Kennin Monastery, I followed him for nine years, 
gaining some insight into the Rinzai School. 

Later, I also visited Chinese masters on both 
sides of the Zhe River, to hear the teachings of the 
Five Schools. As a student of Master Rujing at 
Mount Taibai, I completed my study on Ultimate 
Reality. 

Around the year 1230, I returned to Japan 
with a dream of spreading the Dharma and saving 
all sentient beings. This was a heavy burden on 
me. 

Eventually, I gave up hope on the victory of 
Supreme Wisdom and simply wandered aimlessly 
— like a cloud or a seaweed — repeating the words 
of ancient sages for anyone willing to listen. 


How to cultivate the true seed of wisdom while 
following the Way? 

There are many sincere students who are not 
seeking for fame or gain, and who earnestly wish 
to follow the Way. They can be easily deceived by 
incompetent teachers and, as a result, excluded 
from correct understanding. 

Poisoned with confusion, they often waste too 
much time lost in a world of illusions. 

Concerned with them, I would like to record 
the essence of what I learned from my masters. 
Here are the key points: 
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Dogen recommends zazen 


The Great Way pervades everything. 
So how could “enlightenment” or some special 
practice be necessary to reach it? 


Dharma is continuously taught, widely and 
inexhaustibly available. 

So how could any special effort be required to 
grasp it? 


The entire mirror is immaculate; originally 
free from any trace of dust. 
So why talk of cleaning or polishing methods? 


Nothing exists outside of the very place you 
occupy. 
So what is the point of long journeys? 


Although all of this is true, you must realize 
that if you miss the target even by a hair’s breadth, 
you will be as far away from that target as the 
earth is from the sky — in the same way that if 
even a tiny bit of discrimination appears, you will 
be lost in confusion. 


Maybe you are proud of your understanding, 
of the extraordinary freedom you have achieved. 
Maybe you have refined such spectacular reason- 
ing, it led you to clarifying the mind and unveiling 
the Way. 

However, wandering inside your own head, 
maybe you are also depriving yourself of that fun- 
damental facet of letting your body fall. 
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Consider the example given by Shakyamuni 
himself, who was already blessed with wonderful 
intrinsic wisdom, but still practiced zazen for six 
years. 

We still celebrate great master Bodhidharma, 
who sat facing a wall in China for 9 years, despite 
already having received the seal of approval in 
India. 

The sages of antiquity practiced like this. 
Nowadays, who is fit to dismiss their carefulness? 


Attaining Perfect Realization does not come 
from searching pages and chasing words. 

Come back home. 

Focus the light inward. 

Your body and mind will drop on their own, 
and your original face will appear. 


When practicing zazen, a quiet place is recom- 
mended. 

Drink and eat in moderation. 

Drop all involvements and let go of the Ten 
Thousand Things. 

Embrace neither positive nor negative 
thoughts. Produce no judgments of right and 
wrong. 

Detach yourself from the workings of your 
thinking; from introspection and analytical con- 
siderations. 


Doing zazen, you are not trying to “transform” 
yourself into a buddha. How could being a buddha 
have any relation to sitting down, or standing up? 
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After you have selected a suitable spot for za- 
zen, place a thick mat on the floor and a round 
cushion on top of it. Sit in full lotus, or half lotus 
position. 

In full lotus position, first place your right foot 
on top of your left thigh, then place your left foot 
over your right thigh. For the half-lotus position, 
place your left foot over your right thigh. 


Make sure your clothes are loose and orderly 
arranged. 

Place your right hand over your left foot, with 
the palm facing up. 

Place your left hand on top of your right hand, 
so that the tips of your thumbs touch gently. 

You must sit upright, without bending over to 
one side or to the other; neither forward nor back- 
ward. 

The ears should be aligned with the shoul- 
ders, and the nose in line with the navel. 

Rest your tongue on the roof of your mouth, 
with your teeth and lips closed. Keep your eyes 
open and breathe gently through your nose. 


Having adjusted your body so, take a deep 
breath — inhale profoundly and release your 
breath once. Gently rock your body from left to 
right. Then straighten up and start thinking 
non-thinking. 

How do you think non-thinking? By using that 
which is beyond thoughts. 

This is the foundation for practicing zazen. 
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The zazen we are mentioning here is not a 
“training in meditation.” 

It is simply the gate of peace and satisfaction 
that leads to Dharma; the practical realization of 
complete enlightenment. 


Freed from everything, experience the Origin. 
When you can experience this, it is like a dragon 
swimming in the waters; like a tiger resting in the 
mountains. 

True Dharma unfolds from itself, clearing 
away hindrances and distractions. 


Considering established precedents, it is our 
understanding that surpassing the sacred and 
mundane — so either sitting or standing turn into 
effortless inexhaustible activities — solely depends 
on the power of zazen. 


After zazen, do not hurry. Move your body 
calmly and slowly as you stand up. 


The incitement of a breaking point, guiding 
people towards enlightenment by using or raising 
a finger, a stick, a needle, a knife, a hossu, or a 
shout — none of this could be clarified through ra- 
tional thinking. 

At the same time, how to attribute supernatu- 
ral sources to these powers? 

Zazen is a magnificent experience, beyond 
forms and colours. How could you doubt it precedes 
ideas? 


Therefore, do not fret over who is intelligent 
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and who is not. 

There are no differences between the clever 
and the foolish. True proficiency is to practice 
wholeheartedly. 

The Practice of Realization is not corrupted by 
attributes of exclusivity; it is an everyday matter. 


In Japan and other lands, such as India and 
China, the descendants of Buddha with the seal of 
approval have always recommended sitting in 
quiet meditation. 

Even if situations may change in a thousand 
ways, dedicate yourself completely to the practice 
of zazen, surrendering yourself entirely to the 
Way. 


Why abandon a good place to sit at home, for 
useless pilgrimages in the dust of distant places? 

One misstep, and you have deviated from the 
Way. 


Having received a human life, do not waste 
the flow of time. 

After discovering the Buddha’s Way, why 
would you procrastinate, entertained by sparks 
produced between stones? 


In the end, forms are like dewdrops on the 
grass. Human life is like lightning; fleeting and 
illusory, it ends in an instant. 

Therefore, dear practitioners of zazen, do not 
pursue perfumed elephants, nor strive to grasp 
real dragons. 

Just focus on hitting the target directly. 
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Pay the due reverence and appreciation for 
this mind that can go beyond intelligence and all 
accomplishments. 

Experience the enlightenment of the Buddhas, 
inheriting the true samadhi of ancestral teachers. 

Simply practice just sitting, continuously, and 
you too will become wealthy. The treasure chest 
will open itself in front of you, for you to use it as 
you wish. 
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Maitreya reborn 


Considerable attention has been devoted to 
discussing if Hotei did really “reveal himself” as 
Maitreya. 

If you are unfamiliar with “Maitreya”, this is 
the name of a future buddha, the “Fifth Buddha of 
the present kalpa,” who is mentioned in Indian 
scriptures and has become quite popular. 

He can be seen as a supernatural entity, that 
according to the “prophecies” will arrive among 
the people to renew Buddhist teachings, after a 
long period of decline. 


Some Christians understand particular ele- 
ments of the Bible as allegories, while different 
Christians see those same elements as factual 
truth. 

In Buddhism, the same happens. 


Metaphorical language is entertaining and it 
can get pretty deep; but wherever you find people 
using metaphorical language, you will also find 
people interpreting it literally. 


When scriptures “predict” that the Buddha’s 
teaching will reach its zenith and later decline, 
only to become popular again in a distant future 
— under the influence of a Buddha they anticipate 
and name Maitreya — perhaps they meant it more 
like a parable, than a prophecy. 

Perhaps it was like someone drawing a snake 
swallowing its own tail, forming a circle... 
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The general approach in Zen can be clarified 
by the sect’s founder, Bodhidharma. 

When asked about the main principle of 
Buddhism in his view, he supposedly said: 

“Vast emptiness, nothing sacred.” 


This “nothing sacred” means no sanctimony, 
no deification, no supernatural fuss. An everyday 
matter. 

It is indeed possible to speak of the “sacred” in 
Zen Buddhism, but then it means an attribute be- 
longing to all existence. 

“Sacred” is a quality of everything that exists, 
from a certain point of view. A sacred experience. 

Even if someone else cannot experience it, the 
attribute remains undisturbed, to be perceived by 
Buddhas. 

People, words, and objects in particular are 
not “sacred” to the detriment of the rest. 

“Sacred” cannot be put in a package you can 
pick up or deliver to others. 


Anyway, in Zen everything is sacred and also 
nothing is sacred. 


Similarly, a sentence of the kind “Pedro wears 
glasses and Pedro doesn’t wear glasses” may also 
sound irrational; however, it portrays the truth. 

Words are not “more real” than the rest. No 
“laws” in the universe. The world does not adapt 
to words. Indeed, it is quite the contrary. 

Words are paintings meant to represent other 
things in our world. 
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People who fail to understand the word Pedro 
names a lot of different people, for example, have 
no reference in the reality of things; they have no 
ground. 

Trapped in a world where words and thoughts 
are king, words and thoughts are searching for 
other words and thoughts, which refer to other 
words and thoughts without ever touching the 
ground. Eventually, anything goes... 

Those who know too many “ideas” and “theo- 
ries” about “Pedro,” attach their perception to a 
narrow understanding of “Pedro” and might have 
a hard time grasping claims like “Pedro wears 
glasses and Pedro doesn’t wear glasses.” 

(Really, this sentence is so ordinary it could 
even apply to the same Pedro, as nobody wears 
glasses around the clock.) 

At the same time, they might also be prone to 
believing nonsense, because it appeals to their 
“logic”, which happens apart from (and often 
against) the world they were meant to represent, 
in their own “superior” “World of Ideas”. 


Any particular painting of a dog serves as an 
imperfect representation for lots of different dogs 
at the same time. 

Some of the dogs who look like that painting 
are fierce, while some others are gentle. 

Words are not different. 


Words and thoughts are infinite, but they are 
not limitless. 

For example, infinite possibilities unfold in 
the air, but air is limited to our atmosphere. It 
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cannot go beyond, but beyond air there is more. 


Back to Maitreya, the Golden Age of Buddhism 
is considered to be roughly the first thousand 
years in our Common Era. After that, it is easy 
finding references to “the unfortunate period of 
decline we are living in.” 

Many Buddhist sects have always had their 
mathematicians, calculating exactly how many 
years are in a kalpa, how long would the decline of 
Dharma last and the precise angle of each corner 
in the sky. 

However, for some strange reason, they do not 
seem to agree on how long this decline of the 
Buddha’s teaching was supposed to last. 

So when blind earthworms try to deify a Zen 
monk, parading hysterical interpretations of his 
yuige (farewell verses from master to disciples), 
snakes reject this deification, because it is clearly 
too early for Maitreya to have come, according to 
their calculations! 


Here is the poem triggering the controversy, 
written by Hotei in his death bed. 

I myself tend to interpret it as something that 
is coming out of universal compassion, and not 
from the vanity of a “revelation”. 

I say any and every buddha after Shakyamuni 
is Maitreya reborn. Within every sentient being 
there is a Maitreya, waiting to be reborn and fulfil 
the prophecy of transforming the world. 

Will the world of others recognize it? 

If you say yes, eventually they will, then how 
long will it take, exactly? 
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Who cares? It’s their problem! 


You are Maitreya, so judge that poem for your- 
self: 


Maitreya — the true Maitreya; 
Reborn a trillion times! 


Occasionally, 


He reveals himself to people; 
But they fail to recognize him. 
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“Hotel” 
KANO TAKANOBU - JAPAN (1616 
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Tribute to Hotei 


Hotei’s sack 
Encompasses the Great Void. 


Wielding a staff, 
He wanders through 
Three Thousand Worlds. 


Rubbing his hands, 
Maitreya laughs - ha ha ha! 


The moon shines, 
The wind has stopped. 
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Maitreya continuously reborn 


No tracks. 
No knowledge. 


Find me the trunk 

To this canopy of white clouds. 
Pure wind is blowing, 

What is its colour? 


Leisurely spreading the sheet of the sky. 
Vigorously holding the chariot of earth. 


Unveiling the deep origin 
Of Ten Thousand Eras. 
Creating the patterns 
For Ten Thousand Forms. 


Full assemblies 

Of enlightened beings 
In every particle 

Of all the lands; 
Every bit 

Is Samantabhadra. 


The tower gates opened: 
Everywhere is Maitreya. 
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A saint and a thief 


Nagarjuna was a Buddhist philosopher and 
the 14th Indian Patriarch after Siddhartha. 

An ascetic, he was known for walking around 
naked, the owner of nothing but a wretched beg- 
ging bowl. 

Revered as a saint, he was also renowned for 
his brilliant intellect, so that many sought his 
counsel. 


Answering an invitation from the queen, he 
was asked to surrender his bowl, as the monarch 
was planning to use it as a relic to “sanctify” a 
new temple. 

With no hesitation, the sage handed over his 
sole possession. [People seem to make much of 
this, but a bow] is easy to replace.] 

The queen said: 

“In return, I want to present you with this 
other bowl.” [You see?] 

The queen then offered Nagarjuna a bowl of 
solid gold, encrusted with precious stones. The 
philosopher also accepted the new bowl promptly, 
like there was nothing special about it. [Now this 
is better. One who does not understand!] 


A while later, a thief outside the palace 
watched as a naked man casually strolled around 
carrying a gold bowl in his hand. Convinced that 
stealing it would not be a challenge, the thief 
started tailing the saint. 

Approaching the ruins of the abandoned tem- 
ple where Nagarjuna lived, as the philosopher 
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stopped by the entrance, the thief was delighted. 
The place had no fences, no doors. As soon as the 
man fell asleep, it would be easy to sneak inside. 

But the sage had already noticed the thief’s 
selfish presence and, guessing his intentions, 
threw the bowl in his direction before entering his 
home. [Once again, quite impressive. One who un- 
derstands!] 


The thief naturally understood that Nagarjuna 
was giving the bowl to him, but at the same time 
he couldn’t understand anything anymore. 

Eventually, he moved closer to the temple. 
Not daring to enter, he called from outside: 

“Thank you for this magnificent bowl! You are 
surely an unusual man, and meeting you has 
awakened an unexpected feeling in me. I know 
that I am wasting my life, stealing from others, 
but I don’t know what else to do with it. Could I 
come in and talk to you for a while?” 

Nagarjuna said: 

“I threw away that bowl as an invitation.” 

The burglar was greatly dazzled and reverent 
in the presence of the saint: 

“How many lifetimes are needed to become 
someone like you?” 

Nagarjuna said: 

“You can do it right now. It is instantaneous.” 

The thief laughed: 

“You must be joking! I am an old criminal. I 
have already stolen from the royal treasury thrice, 
and no one was able to catch me! How could some- 
one like me be transformed in an instant?” 

Nagarjuna said: 
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“It makes no difference if a house remains in 
darkness for a hundred years. A single candle is 
enough to lighten a room. Could darkness ever 
say: ‘I have been here for a long time already and 
I refuse to leave’? How could it resist? What differ- 
ence does it make if that darkness has been there 
for a day, or for a thousand years? You can always 
light a candle inside yourself, right now or at any 
moment.” 

The thief bowed deeply and opened himself up 
to the saint: 

“But if I abandon my profession, I don’t know 
how I would feed my family.” 

The philosopher replied: 

“Who said anything about quitting your job?” 

The thief was confused: 

“As far as I know, all saints and sages say that 
stealing is forbidden.” 

Nagarjuna laughed and said: 

“It seems you have been listening to a bunch 
of closeted thieves calling themselves saints and 
sages. How could stealing have any relation to 
having or not having a candle inside yourself? All 
you need to do is turning your attention to your 
breath. Focus all of your attention into the air 
coming in. Focus all of your attention into the air 
going out. That’s it. When you sneak in someone’s 
house at night, keep observing your breath. 
Whatever you do, just keep this practice. That’s 
all.” 

The thief asked: 

“But is there no moral code? No list of obliga- 
tions and prohibitions?” 

The master confirmed: 
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“None.” 


Some time passed before the thief returned: 

“You are such a talented trickster, master, 
that I was robbed without realizing it... Too proud 
of my own skill, I was blind to the world and fell 
defenceless into your trap. After following your 
method for a while, focusing my attention on the 
breath, I have become unable to steal. Even 
though it remains quite a simple matter to break 
into a house and open its chests, now when I look 
at diamonds I see them as mere STONES! And 
then I feel like I am risking my life for nothing but 
stones! What should I do now?” 

Nagarjuna said: 

“Whatever you want to do. If you think this 
kind of meditation is precious to you, embrace it. 
But if you find the enchantment with gold and 
jewels more valuable, embrace it instead. It is up 
to you to decide. What power do I have to interfere 
in your life?” 

The thief said: 

“Now that I have experienced this awareness, 
I see it as the most beautiful thing I have ever 
known. It is no longer possible for me to abandon 
it, whether for stones or for anything else... Please, 
accept me as your disciple.” 

Nagarjuna said: 

“What are you talking about? I have already 
accepted you.” 
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Complete and includes everything 


When body and mind are pure, 
All things are pure. 

When all things are pure, 
Body and mind are pure. 


The coin lost in the river, 
Can only be recovered in the river. 


37 


A river 


At present, atop the highest peak. 

At present, at the bottom of the deepest sea. 

At present, a feisty devil with three heads and 
eight arms. 

At present, the great body of a Buddha. 

At present, the staff or the hossu. 

At present, a pillar or a lantern. 

At present, the children. 

At present, Heaven and Earth. 
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Expensive ride, but no gas 


They sing the words, 

But don’t know the melody. 
They read the sutras, 

But don’t get the point. 
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Nothing in front of you 


Master Kassan told the assembly: 

“There is nothing in front of you. Only mind is 
in front of you. Other things are not in front of 
you, nor in any place your eyes and ears could 
reach.” 


Commentary: 


The Flower Garland Sutra says: 

“If you want to meet the Three Worlds and all 
the Buddhas, you must understand that in the 
world of Dharma absolutely everything is created 
in the mind.” 

Master Kassan was talking of the same thing, 
claiming only the mind exists in front of you. 


He tries to explain how appearances are all 
but illusions and all gates to reality originate in 
the mind. 

After seeing through appearances and illu- 
sions of the mind, the truth of that which simply 
exists is revealed. 


In the Diamond Sutra, the Buddha instructs 
his disciple Subhuti: 

“If a person stares at a figure or picture of the 
Buddha, believing this is knowing the Buddha 
and paying reverence to the Buddha, this person 
would be lost; ignorant of the real Buddha.” 


Do you understand? The Dharma body is not 
a theory, or representation. 
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The Dharma body is not simply the body of 
the Buddha, but the immaculate, unborn, true, 
and formless body of every being. 

It is a reality beyond images, noises, and 
thoughts. 


Master Baofu said: 

“IT cover your eyes, so you can see what cannot 
be seen. I cover your ears, so you can hear what 
cannot be heard. I restrict your mind, so you can 
experience that which is beyond thoughts.” 


Even if Master Kassan’s boundless compas- 
sion has led him to exhaust his vast resources, 
trying to instruct the assembly, this matter was 
never actually taught from one person to another. 

Ultimately, you have to see it for yourself. 


Poem: 


Perusing images and ideas, 
Stumbling along the wrong path. 


The wisdom nobody could teach: 


It alone reveals what is enduring 
And real. 
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Flower garlands 


Scents of sandalwood, 
Oleander and jasmine 
Can only go as far 

As the wind takes them. 


But the fragrance of Virtue 
Can travel even against the wind; 
It reaches the end of the world. 


Like garlands woven with flowers, 


Interlace into your life 
Countless good deeds. 


42 


Even a child, but not even an old man 


Choka Dorin became a monk at the age of 9, 
and received his master’s seal of approval at 21. 

Later in his life, he moved to a forest and 
would often sit high on a branch to meditate. 

It was said birds liked to build their nests 
close to him. Because of this, people from nearby 
villages used to call him “the crow’s nest master.” 

At that time, celebrated poet Po Chu-i was the 
governor of that province. 

Hearing of that master’s strange meditation 
habits, he went to the forest and indeed met Choka 
Dorin sat in meditation on a tree branch. 


As the governor approached, followed by his 
entourage of servants and flatterers he said: 

“You are in a very dangerous position!” 

Choka Dorin replied: 

“Your position is even more dangerous!” 

Po Chu-i laughed and said: 

“I am the governor of this entire province. My 
position seems quite comfortable.” 

The master also laughed and said: 

“Your passions are excited like fire and your 
concerns about this and that are piling up inces- 
santly. How can you overlook the danger?” 

The poet asked: 

“What is the fundamental principle of the 
Buddha’s Dharma?” 

Dorin said: 

“Engage in wholesome activities. Refrain from 
unwholesome activities.” 

Po Chu-i scoffed: 
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“Even a three-year-old child knows that!” 

The master said: 

“It is true, but even an old person of eighty 
finds it difficult to practice.” 

Po Chu-i bowed in gratitude and left. 


Commentary: 


Po Chu-i was a descendant of General Bai; an 
extraordinary scholar and poet. 

He was considered to have gone through 24 
incarnations as a poet, being regularly praised 
with the most flattering and extravagant titles. In 
every corner his name was known and his poems 
could be heard. However, on the Buddha’s Way he 
was a latecomer newbie. 

It is clear that he hadn’t even dreamed about 
the meaning of “engaging in wholesome activities 
and abstaining from unwholesome ones.” 
Therefore, he approached Master Dorin’s state- 
ment from a purely intellectual perspective. 

Nobody had ever told the poet, who was also 
unable to figure it by himself, that “engaging in 
wholesome activities and avoiding unwholesome 
ones” are profound teachings of the Buddha’s Way; 
that this teaching spans through countless kalpas 
and can be applied both now and then. 

He talked like that because he did not follow 
the Way and could not perceive the Way. 


Mr. Po Chu-i, why would you say that “even” a 
three-year-old knows this? It is because, before 
that day, no Buddha’s wind had ever blown on his 
face. 
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Do you presume to understand a three-year- 
old? Do you understand the generative principle 
of a child’s activity? 

Whoever can understand it, also understands 
that a three-year-old is in harmony with all the 
buddhas of the Three Thousand Worlds. 

If someone cannot understand the buddhas of 
the Three Thousand Worlds, how could such a 
person understand a three-year-old child? 


Do not mistake “looking at someone” for “un- 
derstanding them”, or “not looking” for “not un- 
derstanding”. 

Whoever can understand a particle of dust, 
can understand the entire world. 

Whoever learns one thing is learning a thou- 
sand. 

If a person cannot learn a thousand things, 
they cannot learn one. 


Whoever learns the origin of learning sees Ten 
Thousand Things as one. Therefore, whoever 
studies a particle of dust studies the whole world. 

How ignorant and inattentive to imagine a 
three-year-old is inadequate to properly express 
the knowledge of a buddha, and that their words 
are easy to conceive or practice. 


Po Chu-i proves incapable of understanding a 
three-year-old and, without even considering the 
matter, ends up saying what he said. 

He failed to hear the master’s voice, loud as 
thunder. Eager to show that Dorin had missed the 
mark, he says even a three-year-old knows that. 
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He could not listen to the lion roaring in the 
voices of children, nor to the flow of the world in 
the words of Zen masters. 


It was out of pity that Dorin added: 
“It is true, but even an old person of eighty 
finds it difficult to practice.” 


The meaning of this is that words of children 
hit the mark. Investigate this thoroughly. 

It is you who scrutinize the child’s speech; it is 
not the child who scrutinizes it. 

The ancient practice allowing even an eighty- 
year-old to achieve the unattainable is being 
handed over to you; it is not being handed over to 
antiquity. 


Understanding, talking, and living like this is 
the goal of Dharma. It was Shakyamuni himself 
who said: 


“Abstain from unwholesome activities. 
Engage in wholesome activities. 

Purify your own mind. 

This is the teaching of all the buddhas.” 


If we understand this is the teaching of all the 
buddhas, we must carefully investigate it. 

Transmitting and receiving this teaching is a 
mutual activity. To truly understand it, you must 
realize that different things have been considered 
unwholesome, according to time and place. 


What the world considers unwholesome at a 
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certain time and place will sometimes coincide 
with Buddha’s Dharma unwholesomeness, and 
sometimes they will be different. 

“Abstain from unwholesome activities” does 
not correspond to the interpretation an ordinary 
person might apply to it at first sight. Those are 
words coming out of enlightenment, therefore 
those are enlightenment in words. 


Whenever people abstain from unwholesome 
activities, the benefit of this practice is instantly 
realized. 

Such a wonderful realization that it covers 
the entire Earth, the entire Universe; it covers all 
ages and the complete teaching of all the buddhas. 
This is the scope of what we call “abstaining.” 


When people settle in the Origin, rise from it 
and return to it, so that unwholesome activities 
are not created, then unwholesome activities are 
not created. 

Even if people appear engaged in anything 
considered a source of unwholesome activities in a 
certain place and time, unwholesome activities 
are not created. 

Even if they associate with people who create 
unwholesome activities, unwholesome activities 
are not created. 

In other words, when this “abstaining from 
unwholesome activities” is practiced correctly, ac- 
tivities considered unwholesome do not manifest 
in an unwholesome way. 


An “unwholesome activity” has no established 
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form. It is not a package people could pick up or 
drop down. 

If you deeply understand this, you will realize 
these unwholesome activities could not destroy 
anybody, and nobody could destroy unwholesome 
activities. 


You need to identify the complete mind and to 
practice with it. The teachings of the buddhas deal 
with that which is complete and _ includes 
everything. 

A wholesome activity for the Dharma is com- 
plete and includes everything. 

An unwholesome activity for the Dharma is 
complete and includes everything. 

When you practice completeness, “abstaining 
from unwholesome activities” is already instantly 
realized. If you include mountains, rivers, earth, 
and even the sun and the moon in your practice, 
then mountains, rivers, earth, and even the sun 
and the moon will lead you to practice. 


This “unwholesome activity” and this “ab- 
staining” are not determined by time and place. 
They are the same fundamental eye presiding 
over all times and places. 

In this way, the buddhas of all ages and all 
places are present and manifest in the enlighten- 
ment of any realized person. 

Consider these things carefully throughout 
the entire day — whether you are walking, sitting, 
or lying down. 

It is not that a sentient being is destroyed, 
lost, or stolen when someone becomes a buddha, 
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but a sentient being is abandoned. 


Considering the wholesome and unwholesome 
activities, you do not interfere with your environ- 
ment to produce causes and effects; rather, causes 
and effects in your environment allow you to prac- 
tice. In practice, cause and effect are instantly 
clarified. 

Even though we experience the cause as the 
origin of the effect, in reality neither comes after 
or before the other. 

We say the cause is complete and includes 
everything. The effect is complete and includes 
everything. 


The original nature of causes and effects is 
emptiness. 

Because there is a form of abandonment, we 
say “abstain,” “unborn,” “transient,” “not getting 
lost,” and “non-abandonment.” 

When you understand this, you realize that 
“unwholesome activity” precisely coincides with 
“that which has been abandoned.” 
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Po Chu-1 


In a certain moment of his life, the famous 
poet Po Chu-i is said to have started reading all 
his verses to a peasant woman, replacing the 
words she didn’t understand. 

Here is an example of what he wrote during 
that time: 


After lunch, I take a nap. 
Waking up, two cups of tea. 
I sit and look at the afternoon. 


Happy people 

Complain the day is too short. 
Sad people 

Complain the year is too long. 


Resting beyond happiness and sadness, 
It doesn’t matter if it is big or small. 
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I’m not a part of your system 


People are always taking their own parents, 
their home and family business, along with all 
their possible relationships, and trading it for a 
statue. 

They place this statue within a crystal jar and 
make it their constant companion, shielding it as 
if it were an eye. 


Don’t you leave that jar where I can see it! 


I would certainly grab it and throw it on the 
ground, to free your hands and introduce you to a 
fresh world where people are joyfully alive and 
have no taboos, experiencing a completely new 
world every day. 


Poem: 


The Jade Man’s dream; 

Shattered by the crowing of a rooster. 
Scanning my surroundings, 

All the colors look the same. 


Wind and thunder are making a speech; 
Rekindling hibernating insects. 
Without a word, the peach trees 
Spontaneously explain the Way. 


When time and season come, 

We work the soil with a hoe. 

Who is scared of sinking themselves 
Knee-deep into the spring mud? 
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A dragon in the dark well 


The well is so deep, 

They say the ink-black water 
Conceals a sacred dragon 
Living in the bottom. 


No human eye 

Has ever seen it. 

But human hands 

Have raised an altar by the well, 
And the human intelligence 

Has devised a ritual. 


A dragon, at most, 
Should be a creature, 
But people turn it 
Into a god. 


The ebb and flow of fortune, 

The dance of drought and rain, 

The misfortunes of plagues and pests; 
All attributed by the people 

To the dragon’s influence. 


Roasted piglets and wine 
Are the offerings they bring. 
The ritual also 

Requires a priest. 


Here comes the dragon! Oh! 
The wind is blowing and pushing. 
Money is in the air! Hooray! 
The silk umbrellas are fluttering. 
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The dragon is leaving! Ah... 
The wind is no more. 

The incense is burnt. Bah... 
Everyone leaves. 


Meat is abandoned on the stones. 
Wine has spilled over the grass. 
How much of it 

Is consumed by the dragon, 
Nobody knows. 


The foxes and rats in the woods 
Are always drunk and content. 


Why are the foxes so privileged? 
What did the piglets do wrong? 


Year in, year out, 
Why are the piglets slaughtered 
To fatten the foxes? 


Those foxes are stealing 
The dragon’s offerings. 
Deep down the dark well, 
Does it ever notice? 
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Predicting the future 


A monk asked Unmon: 

“Now that fall is upon us and the summer 
training is over, if people ask me about future 
events, what should I tell them?” 

Unmon said: 

“The assembly has already been dismissed.” 

The monk insisted: 

“And from now on, what will happen?” 

Unmon said: 

“You owe me the meals for ninety days.” 


Commentary: 


This encounter must have been particularly 
frustrating for Master Unmon. After spending 
three months training the monks, this one seems 
completely lost in the illusion of some future time. 


The future does not exist; it hasn’t arrived yet. 
The past does not exist; it’s already past. 


What is here now? 
That’s the point. 
Now is the time when life happens. 


I myself would have thrown out that monk 
even before he was done talking! But Unmon is 
surprisingly kind and says: 

“The assembly has already been dismissed.” 


The wind blows in India and leaves gather in 
the east. That monk fails to understand, and 
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keeps his obsession with future events: 
“And from now on, what will happen?” 


Nothing! 
Everything happens now, and only now. 


Did you understand why Unmon demanded 
payment? 

If that monk is using the monastery as an inn, 
then he should pay a daily rate. 


Poem: 
To understand the future, 
Investigate the present. 


To understand the past, 
Investigate the present. 
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Dojoyaburi 


Hasoda, also known as “Oven Breaker,” was a 
Chinese Zen monk. He once invaded the temple of 
mountain natives who used to burn live animals 
as sacrifices. 

The Zen monk struck their oven with his staff 
and broke it down, saying: 

“This oven is made of clay. What is so special 
about it to justify the suffering of so many living 
beings?” 
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Gutei’s finger 


Whenever someone questioned Master Gutel 
about Zen, he would respond by raising a finger. 
One of his young attendants started imitating 
this. When asked about the master’s teaching, the 
boy would raise a finger. 

Gutei heard about that mimicry, so he called 
the boy and asked: 

“What is the essence of Buddhism?” 

The boy raised his finger. 

With a swift knife movement, Master Gutel 
severed the boy’s finger. 

The young man ran away crying out loud, but 
was halted by the master’s call: 

“What is the essence of Buddhist teaching?” 

As the boy tried to raise the finger that was no 
longer there, he experienced his enlightenment. 


Commentary and poem by Mumon: 


The enlightenment of both Gutei and his 
young apprentice has nothing to do with a finger. 

If anyone here becomes attached to the finger, 
Tenryu [Gutei’s master] will be so disappointed he 
will immediately annihilate Gutei, the boy, and 
whoever becomes attached to a finger. 


Gutei is impoverishing the teachings of 
Tenryu, 

By emancipating a boy with a knife. 

Compared to that Chinese god 

Who can move mountains with a hand, 

Old Gutei is a poor imitator. 
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Bansho’s commentary to the same case: 


A thousand awakenings in one instant. 

One understanding, and a thousand follow. 

The superior person understands everything 
at once. 

The average or inferior person may listen a 
lot, but will believe little. 


Whenever people asked complicated questions 
on Zen Buddhism to old Gutei, he would raise a 
finger. 

I say, why make so much effort? 


Before becoming a master in Jinhua, Guteil 
lived in a cabin on Mount Tiantai. 

On a certain rainy night, a nun named Reality 
appeared and circled Gutei’s chair three times, as 
a sign of respect. She said: 

“If you can say a word on the matter, I will 
bow.” 

She made the same proposal three times, but 
Gutei remained silent. 

When she turned to leave, Gutei said: 

“It is already late. Please, stay here for the 
night.” 

The nun replied: 

“If you can say a word, I will stay.” 

Once again, Gutei remained silent. 


After Reality left, Gutei muttered to himself: 
“It seems I have a human body, but not the 
heart of a human!” 
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He was ready to abandon his cabin and return 
to wandering like a novice, when the Spirit of the 
Mountain said: 

“You don’t need to leave the mountain. A great 
bodhisattva will come to visit you and explain the 
Dharma.” 

Ten days later, Tenryu appeared. 

Gutei bowed in relief and explained in great 
detail to the master everything that troubled him. 

Tenryu raised his finger and pointed at Gutei, 
who experienced deep immediate enlightenment. 


After that, when someone approached him, 
Gutei would raise his finger without explaining 
anything. 

People asked his apprentice what his master 
taught, and the boy raised his finger. Gutei learned 
of the case and cut off the boy’s finger with a knife. 

The boy ran away, and Gutei called his name. 
When the boy looked back, the master raised his 
finger, and the boy was enlightened. [Bansho tells 
the story with this slight variation in the end.] 


On his deathbed, Master Gutei said: 

“I attained Tenryu’s One-Finger Zen and have 
used it my entire life, but was unable to exhaust 
it,” 

Upon finishing these words, he died. 


I say, someone should have taken that finger 
away from him! 


Choke, on the other hand, said: 


59 


“Delicious food is not for serving those who 
are already satisfied.” 


Gensha agrees with me and says: 


“If I were there, I would have taken that fin- 


” 


ger. 


Besides avenging the boy, that finger could 
also inject some vigour into future generations. 
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Flower sermon 


In ancient times, Shakyamuni silently raised 
a flower and presented it to the assembly on 
Vulture Peak. 

Everyone was left speechless, except for the 
disciple Mahakasyapa, who smiled. 

Approving this understanding expressed in 
his silent communication, Siddhartha Gautama, 
the Buddha, then recognized Mahakasyapa as his 
legitimate successor. 


Later, when the Buddha Gautama had died, 
his disciples gathered to work on recording the 
teachings, speeches and episodes of his life. These 
documents are known as “sutras” and they are the 
canonical texts of Buddhism. 

The effort of writing and editing the sutras 
into the standard version we know today took 500 
years. Their complete collection is known as the 
“Pali Canon”, an immense compilation of often 
very complicated texts. 


After getting used to these texts, a large part 
of the Buddhist community believed the sutras 
were the only authentic source of Dharma. 

Therefore, the Flower Sermon is often quoted 
by Zen adepts, arguing the fundamental point in 
Buddhism is not based on symbols and that its 
transmission happens in a special way, outside 
the scriptures. 


Moreover, since the Buddha raised a flower, 
countless Zen teachers have resorted to the same 
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didactic tool of raising something. 

What does this mean? 

Kisu Chijo once raised a shovel, and also his 
own fist on another occasion. The Mount Wutai 
Master raised a spear. Ungan raised a broom. 
Sensu Tokujo raised an oar. Tokusan raised a 
torch. Gutei raised a finger. Wang Jingchu raised 
chopsticks. Shuzan Shonen, a stick. Doken raised 
a pillow and, on another occasion, his hossu. 
Unmon raised a fan. Xiaotang raised the edge of 
the robe he was wearing. The Hermit of Lotus 
Flower Peak raised his staff. Nansen raised a cat. 


Did all these masters settle into an imitation 
of the Buddha raising a flower, or is there a fresh 
teaching in each case? 

We can notice that each master used what 
was close at hand: their chopsticks, their hossu, a 
flower, and when they weren't holding anything, 
their own fist. 


Consider the following: 
Is there an identical truth that is being fresh- 
ly revealed each time? If so, what is it? 


The meaning of “raising something” is so deep 
and subtle that it has never been spoken. 

Both aimless and purposeless, the fresh wind 
knows naturally how to act upon the blisters. 
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Tongue-lips Zen Sword 


Joshu told the assembly: 

“Today I will answer your questions. If anyone 
has a question, come forward.” 

A monk stepped forward and respectfully 
bowed. 

Joshu said: 

“Sometimes I throw a stone and manage to 
catch a jewel. Today, another stone has come out.” 

After saying this, Joshu left. 


Hogen questioned Ekaku about the meaning 
of this story. 

Ekaku gave the following example: 

“When the imperial court needed to choose a 
new commander, they would ask the soldiers who 
among them was qualified for the position. But if 
anyone stepped forward, claiming to be qualified, 
the response they got was ‘You are not qualified.” 

Hogen said: 

“Now I understand.” 


Commentary: 


When killing a monk, Joshu has no need for 
the shouts of Rinzai or Tokusan’s blows. The blade 
of his ““Tongue-lips Zen Sword” has an edge that 
kills and another edge that gives life. 

Joshu offers himself to answer questions and 
this monk approaches with a bag full of Zen. 

Joshu acts according to his position and takes 
the bag away from the monk. 
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He knows how to take what you do not have 
and how to present you that which was already 
yours. 


Are you familiar with this passage from 
Master Dogen? 


“When your thoughts fail to cover all your 
body and your mind, you might feel like you have 
enough. When thoughts are covering your body 
and mind, you feel like something is missing.” 


So tell me — what triggered that reaction from 
Joshu? 


Hogen was curious and sought a disciple of 
the master to clarify the case, but Ekaku can only 
throw another bucket of mud over the whole thing. 

If you want to know the truth of the case, you 
must go to the origin of the problem, not caring 
about the idle talk of others. 

So tell me, what is the truth of the case? 


Poem: 
Do not be presumptuous! 
The limit of sages is not known. 


How much rain is necessary, 
Before the ocean is complete? 
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A monk addresses the assembly, in 1250 


When Yangshan was looking for a person to 
manage the temple’s Reception Hall, he consulted 
with the senior monks for suggestions. After some 
discussion, the monks agreed the only competent 
enough person to fill the position was the nun 
Miaoxin. 

Everyone approved of this suggestion, and she 
was invited to manage the entire complex at the 
foot of Mount Yang, receiving visitors on their way 
to the temple at the mountain’s summit. None of 
the students took offense at that decision, even 
though it involved a highly prestigious position. 


While Nun Miaoxin was in charge of the 
Reception Hall, a group of 17 monks arrived from 
the Western Region, on a pilgrimage searching for 
a master who could clarify their doubts and guide 
them to the other shore. 

Before ascending to the monastery, they were 
naturally received and accommodated at the 
Reception Hall. 

At night, the visitors gathered around the fire 
and discussed the koan about a flag in the wind. 

All their interpretations missed the point. 

Miaoxin was listening to everything and said: 

“What a waste! How many pairs of sandals 
were needed for seventeen blind donkeys to walk 
all the way here? You haven’t even dreamt of 
Supreme Wisdom!” 


Such comments usually make people angry, 
but instead of getting upset with the nun’s 
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disapproval, these monks observed Miaoxin and 
felt ashamed of their own lack of understanding. 


They went back to their quarters and put on 
their formal clothes. They then gathered once 
more by Miaoxin, bowed deeply, and giving all 
signs of respect, asked her to teach them. 

She said: 

“It is not the wind that moves. It is not the 
flag that moves. It is not the mind that moves.” 

Upon hearing these words, all the 17 monks 
attained enlightenment. They thanked Miaoxin 
with many bows and, through formal rituals, all 
became her disciples. Then they returned home 
without even ascending to the temple — because 
they felt they had already found what they were 
looking for. 

Such a feat is not something a student or a 
pedant could achieve. These are the teachings 
transmitted directly from ancestral buddhas, from 
heir to heir. 


Therefore, whenever a leadership position is 
available, you should never hesitate to ask an en- 
lightened nun to fill it. 

Seniority is often overestimated. No matter 
how old a monk is or how long they have lived in 
the monastery, what purpose do they serve if they 
haven’t attained the Way? 

The leader of an assembly must have a crys- 
tal-clear vision. Gender and age are irrelevant. 


But some monks are so deeply immersed in 
the body and soul of a peasant, they are so obtuse 
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they put themselves in position to be ridiculed 
even by laypeople. 

The things they have to say are not even worth 
mentioning, let alone commanding authority in a 
Buddha hall. It is this kind of monk who refuses 
to bow to enlightened women. 

Due to their lack of wisdom and study, such 
people are more akin to evil spirits than to 
Buddhist monks. 


If these people were truly willing and deeply 
determined to completely throw their bodies and 
minds into the Buddhist teaching, the Buddhist 
teaching would welcome them without fail. Even 
ignorant humans and spirits have the potential to 
know the truth. How could the authentic reality of 
all buddhas exclude them, or fail to respond to a 
sincere heart? Even mud, stone and sand have 
their hearts affected by sincerity. 


Women can be found in all major monasteries 
in China. If a woman is recognized by the masters 
for her understanding, the government appoints 
her to the position of abbess in a temple. When 
she visits other monasteries, she is placed in the 
seat of honor. All the monks, including the abbot, 
gather around her and listen to her discourses. 
Some of the monks may ask questions. This has 
been the custom since ancient times. Anybody 
who attains the authentic Dharma is an authentic 
buddha and should be treated as such. 

When we meet with a person who is always 
renewed and extraordinary, such a person also 
sees us as always renewed and extraordinary. 
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When we meet this person, the world meets 
the world; today meets today. 


What is so special about men? Emptiness is 
the same emptiness. The four elements are also 
the same. Five Aggregates [Skandhas] remain the 
same. 

What difference does it make if we are dealing 
with a man or a woman? Both men and women 
can attain the Way. 

You should value those who attain the Way. 
Do not discriminate between men and women. 
This wisdom arises from wonderful principles in 
the Buddhist teaching. 


Moreover, there are those called “lay students” 
who have not abandoned their families to practice 
in a monastery. 

Some of them are married and take care of 
their families, while others are celibate but still 
engage in worldly affairs. 

In China, even the monks dressed in clouds 
with misty sleeves will bow before laypeople who 
have penetrated the Buddha’s teaching; asking 
questions about the Way, with the same respect 
they would show to a master in a monastery. So of 
course an enlightened woman, whether a nun ora 
layperson, should not be excluded. 


By contrast, if we investigate the seniority 
that masquerades as common sense around us, a 
monk might be a hundred years old, but if he does 
not grasp the Buddha’s Dharma, he does not even 
qualify to approach enlightened men and women. 
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These people do indeed deserve our respect, but 
only that which is due to a guest or a host. 


Even little girls who overflow with the Way 
and express the Dharma should be considered 
teachers and masters for any practitioner. They 
are dragon princesses who have attained 
Buddhahood. 

Also the animals are beloved relatives in our 
family of sentient beings. You would not be wrong 
to perform offering rituals for the animals, honor- 
ing and respecting them as Tathagata Buddhas. 
This is an authentic custom of Buddhist teaching. 

Those who do not understand this inclusion 
are incapable of receiving wisdom and deserve 
pity. 


Both China and Japan have had women on 
the throne. The entire empire is governed by the 
sovereign, and all people become their subjects. 
This authority has no relation to the human body, 
but to the position one occupies. 

Since ancient times, Buddhist nuns have been 
evaluated for their attainment in the Dharma and 
not for the peculiarities of their bodies. 

If a woman becomes an arhat [a person of high 
spiritual stature], all the marvels associated with 
the four fruits gather around her. Humans and 
devas [spirits or entities considered higher than 
ordinary humans, but still inferior to an arhat], 
owe her their respect. 


Who would refuse to show reverence towards 
anybody who has awakened the great heart of the 
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authentic Dharma? Failing to show reverence to 
such a person is immediately ridiculous. Those 
who talk about the Dharma but do not recognize 
the attainment of enlightenment are defaming 
the Dharma with their own ignorance. 


To complicate matters even further, some 
daughters of the emperor and ministers in Japan 
have positions similar to that of the empress. 
Some of them receive Buddhist titles. Some shave 
their heads, and others don’t. 

Greedy monks, hungry for fame and fortune, 
love to flatter these noble women with honorary 
Buddhist titles, visiting their homes and mixing 
themselves with powerful people. This is even 
lower than being a slave. 

Some of these monks simply get older and 
people give them a reputation of being “wise”. It is 
a pity they were born in this tiny isolated country, 
where people have not yet learned to identify a 
corrupt habit. 

This kind of thing would not happen in India 
or China, but only in our unfortunate land. [The 
author had his own prejudices. | 


Those flatterers shave their heads in vain. 
They have moved away from the true Dharma of 
the Tathagata. It is a very serious sin. They forget 
worldly matters are made of dreams, ghosts, and 
empty flowers. 

Attaching themselves to powerful women in a 
servile and abject manner, the “respect” they show 
these women arise from opportunistic reasons, 
thus in reality it constitutes a form of disrespect. 
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Why not respect the people who truly deserve 
respect for their unparalleled enlightenment? 
These shameful monks act in this way because 
they have no intention of considering the Dharma 
as something important in their lives. They are 
strangers to the true determination needed to 
penetrate the teachings of Buddha. 

Such people will also shamelessly accept gifts, 
despite already living in abundance, and argue 
that receiving donations is justifiable, especially 
from those powerful women carrying a Buddhist 
title. 

But those who are practicing the Way must be 
free from such greed. With true determination, 
even the grass, trees, and walls emanate the true 
Dharma. Everything in heaven and earth offers 
true Dharma. Without this determination, even if 
you find a good teacher, you will not experience 
the benefits of the Dharma Water. 


There are even those who are so tremendously 
ignorant as to claim that women are nothing but 
objects of sexual desire, and should be treated as 
such. This is not the behaviour of Buddha’s chil- 
dren. 

If we discriminate against women in this way, 
are we not implying the same thing about men? 
After all, if men could only see women as sexual 
objects, this would reveal they only consider the 
sexual aspect of human relationships, leading us 
to assume that men themselves were also nothing 
more than sexual objects. 

If we are talking about sexual corruption, its 
object could be a woman, a man, a person who is 
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neither a woman nor a man, a person who is both 
a woman and a man, an animal, spirits, or just 
our imagination. 

Some can entangle themselves in corrupted 
sexual attitudes even while looking at the sky ora 
pool of water. The object of sexual corruption could 
be a god; it could be a demon. 

It would be impossible to list all the causes of 
impure conduct. Do you intend to exclude them 
all? Why are you picking on women? 


A sutra does say that “a practitioner who uses 
one of the two orifices of a man’s body or one of the 
three orifices of a woman’s body has committed a 
great crime. This person must be expelled from 
the sangha.” However, if someone wants to “expel 
the objects of desire”, it will be necessary to expel 
all men along with the women. In that case, no 
one would have the chance to practice. You should 
reflect carefully on this. 


There are many outside the Way who do not 
have wives. Even if they are celibate, without the 
teaching of Buddha they remain in error. 

On the other hand, among the children of 
Buddha there are laypeople who are married. 
Despite engaging in carnal relations, they remain 
authentic disciples of Buddha and owe nothing to 
humans or devas. 


I have even heard of a foolish monk who made 
a vow never to look at a woman again throughout 
many lives! 

What is the foundation for such a foolish vow? 
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The teachings of the Buddha? The Heavenly Way? 
Or the flowery way? Maybe the teachings of de- 
mons? 

What fault do women have? What great merit 
have men acquired? There are contemptible men 
and admirable women. 

If you want to abandon the world of illusions 
and suffering, to abide by the Dharma, let go of 
this sickening discrimination between men and 
women. 

Before being liberated from illusion, men and 
women are equally slaves to illusion. 

After being liberated from illusion, there are 
no more differences between men and women. 

If you vow never to look at a woman again, do 
you mean to exclude them from your vow to save 
all the countless sentient beings? 

If people practice this kind of discrimination, 
they are not bodhisattvas. Who could ever confuse 
such a horrible prejudice with the compassion of 
Buddha? It means nothing more than vulgarity 
being vomited by some deranged drunken demon. 
Humans and devas should not take this kind of 
people seriously. 


Even if you wanted to exclude those who have 
broken the Buddhist precepts in the past, you 
might need to exclude all bodhisattvas. 

If you want to exclude those who will break a 
precept in the future, you might be excluding all 
future bodhisattvas. 

If you are going to exclude someone for these 
reasons, you would have to exclude everyone. In 
that case, who would materialize the Dharma of 
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Buddha? 

Such a vow is pure madness; the ill intention 
of foolish people who do not follow the Way. It is a 
regrettable affair and nothing more. 

If you make a vow never to look at women 
again, does that mean that Buddha Shakyamuni 
and all the bodhisattvas around him were wrong? 
Was their enlightenment less profound than 
yours? Please investigate this in silence. 


Doing this type of vow, in addition to disabling 
yourself from awakening a woman, you will also 
be unable to hear the teachings of women who 
have penetrated the Dharma, expounding it to 
humans and devas. 

An old lady once refused a snack to Tokusan. 
Conversely, a multitude of men are just counting 
grains of sand in the ocean of teaching [engaged in 
symbols and scriptures], without ever dreaming of 
true Dharma. 


One should learn to clarify the things in the 
world, instead of being frightened by them. 
Fearing women and trying to avoid them is the 
teaching and practice of demon students. 

When you flee from objects in the east and 
hide in the west, things do not cease to exist in the 
east. 

One cannot cease to be surrounded by objects 
everywhere. This is the way to seek emancipation. 
The more you try to distance yourself from things, 
the more deeply you may be attaching yourself to 
them. 
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Think of this ridiculous custom of segregated 
areas for meditation we find in Japan, where 
women cannot enter. This perverted custom has 
been ignored for too long and nobody touches on 
the subject anymore. Even genuine students of 
ancestral knowledge do not try to fight it. Those 
who study the sutras do not question it. 

This is often presented around us as a custom 
from antiquity and no one disputes the absurdity 
of this claim. If you take some time to laugh about 
it, your stomach will tire and hurt. 


The admirable master Shakyamuni attained 
perfect and unparalleled enlightenment — he has 
clarified everything that needed to be clarified. 
He has practiced everything that needed to be 
practiced. He has liberated himself from everything 
we need to be liberated from. Nowadays, who 
could compare to him? And it is known that in his 
assembly there were monks and nuns; laymen 
and laywomen. So do not believe in the promise of 
these segregated areas, proclaiming to offer “more 
purity” than one could find in the assembly of the 
very Buddha while he lived. 

Such segregated areas are a dwelling place for 
evil spirits. In the Buddha’s teaching, this kind of 
segregation has no place. 


The four fruits are the greatest achievement. 
When a nun gathers the four fruits, there is no 
place in the world where her presence would not 
be a blessing. 

Who has the right to block her steps? 

Who has the right to prevent those women 
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still lost in illusion from practicing the Dharma 
and liberating themselves? 

What is the purpose of a segregated area? 
Who could still believe that in such places there is 
the authentic Dharma of Buddha? 

These segregated areas are an intolerable 
demonstration of ignorance and they only create 
confusion in the minds of people. It is even more 
ignorant than a fox who dares to attack a human, 
without considering the terrible consequences, 
just so they can protect a hole in the ground. 


The status of monks and nuns, of laymen and 
laywomen who have grasped the Dharma cannot 
be compared to the status of kings and ministers, 
much less in a tiny and isolated country like ours. 

When I see a monastery that does not allow 
the presence of nuns, I notice that farmers and 
peasants are allowed to enter. Neither kings nor 
ministers are blocked at the gates. But among 
these people, who has more right than a nun to 
practice in a monastery? 

Based both on the mundane logic and in the 
teachings of a buddha, the farmers, the kings and 
the ministers should be the ones prohibited from 
entering a place where nuns are practicing their 
meditation; never the other way around. 

Any defense for a segregated area is confusing 
and absurd — it is an unfortunate custom of this 
insignificant country. 


It is very unfortunate and regrettable that 
children of the Buddha are barred from practicing 
in some places around here. 
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Through this absurd exclusion, at least did 
they conquer a life that is free from condemnable 
actions? 

Have serious offenses disappeared among the 
people living in these places? 

Of course not! 


So, what kind of authority are they relying 
on? 

From whom did they receive this instruction? 

What is the seal of approval they carry? 
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Ikkyu summarizes the case 


How much difference in the skin, 
Between a man and a woman. 

In the bones, however, 

Both are only human. 
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Satisfied and clinging to nothing 


Let me laugh when I feel like it. 
Let me cry when I am sad. 

In reality, I am neither of the world 
Nor against it. 


q2 


The Three Jewels 


Buddha, Dharma, and Sangha are considered 
the “Three Jewels” of Buddhism. 


Besides representing the founder of Buddhism, 
this “Buddha” here also represents awakening, 
the mind, and the Way. 


“Dharma” means all the Buddhist teachings, 
or knowledge, including sutras, sayings of the 
masters and the unspeakable understanding (or 
non-understanding) of the Way. 


“Sangha” means the Buddhist community, be 
it a specific community, such as that of a temple, 
or the universal community of all Buddhists. 


The following conversation conveys the same 
message: 


A monk asked Genyo Zenshin: 


“What is Buddha?” 
“A piece of clay.” 


“What is Dharma?” 
“The ground is moving.” 


“What is Sangha?” 
“Eating rice porridge.” 
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Take it with you 


We have just met Master Genyo Zenshin, as 
he was being questioned about the Three Jewels. 
However, he also makes an appearance in Volume 
2, as an unnamed monk. 

Let’s revisit it: 


A monk asked Joshu: 

“IT have nothing in my mind. How should I pro- 
ceed?” 

Joshu advised him: 

“Throw it away.” 

The monk remarked: 

“But I have nothing, how can I throw it away?” 

Joshu said: 

“Then take it with you.” 


To some, this episode might sound as nothing 
but a couple of witty replies by Joshu, but Genyo 
Zenshin attained immediate enlightenment 
through this conversation. 

Several masters have commented on this case 
and maybe it is not excessive to repeat it here. 


This is Master Bansho’s commentary: 


It is said that a snake and a tiger used to eat 
from Master Genyo’s hands. Because of this, he is 
considered to have attained holiness. 

Joshu and Genyo are indecipherable men both 
to ordinary people and also to the wise. 

If they made a question or uttered a single 
word, it produced a beacon to guide other people 
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for a thousand kalpas. 

Monks nowadays are turning more and more 
ignorant. Fortunately, we still have these stories 
to beat around the bushes and scare away the 
snakes. 


Here, a poem by Hotetsu: 


Nothing becomes something; 
Something to be conquered, 
Possessed, 

Or understood. 


Throw away that sticky nothing 
That has turned into something. 


Purify it, 
Or nothing 
Is only something. 


The identity-world-river keeps flowing; 
Smiling as it goes. 


Now Master Engo Kokugon comments on a 
poem by Oryo E’nan about that same case: 


Carrying nothing, the shoulders cannot bear 
it, 

(It is hard deceiving people who can see well.) 

Hearing the words, he suddenly recognizes 


the error. 
(Retreat, and you fall into a deep well.) 
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In his heart, boundless joy. 
(Like a pauper finding a jewel.) 


Poison and disease have disappeared; he no 
longer knows what is on his mind. 

(When the karma from beginningless past is 
extinguished, there is perfect transparency.) 


He made friends among the snakes and tigers. 
(The species are different, but the understand- 
ing is the same.) 


Motionless and empty for thousands of kalpas, 
pure wind still blows. 

(Who would fail to enjoy it, or to turn it into 
their advantage?) 
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Three Truths 


We have recently mentioned the Three Jewels 
of Buddhism (Buddha, Dharma, and Sangha). 
Now, to provide some contrast and help avoiding 
confusion, these are the Three Truths: emptiness, 
impermanence and the non-duality between emp- 
tiness and impermanence. 


This might sound complicated and indeed this 
trinity is one of the most advanced concepts in 
Buddhism. 

Complex terminology is usually employed 
when discussing the subject, but don’t let mere 
words intimidate you. 


The Tendai school, for instance, calls these 
Three Truths the “Triple Understanding of the 
One Mind,” and they define it as “a simultaneous 
experience of emptiness, forms, and the non-dual- 
ity between forms and emptiness.” 


More recent philosophers have resorted to the 
unusual term “trans-descendence” when talking 
of “simultaneously transcending delusion of the 
world and descending back down into it.” 

Before trying to simplify this scholarly chaos, 
we should also include the people who are more 
familiar to this kind of language. Besides, sutras 
and Buddhist commentaries from many schools 
are also pretty complicated, and if you fear going 
through a couple of ugly words this may act as a 
barrier blocking you from good information. 
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It seems Nishitani Keiji is usually quoted and 
referenced in most recent studies on the logic of 
non-duality, but I do believe he is not the author of 
the following passage. 

I kept no notes from it, when I was writing the 
original version of this volume in Brazilian 
Portuguese. I was also unable to rediscover the 
source material in English to simply paste it here. 
Therefore, I am forced to translate it back from 
my own book. I hope the author will excuse me: 


Trans-descendence is to be found in the third 
stage of the logic of non-duality, which proceeds as 
follows: 


1) Duality: 

In the first stage, the world is accepted as 
substance. Objects and words are reified in the form 
of independent entities. This is the stage of dualistic 
thinking, pursuit of desire and attachment to the 
immanent world. 


2) Non-duality: 

In the second stage, the dualistic nature of reali- 
ty is rejected, and a non-dualistic metaphysics is 
embraced. In this stage, language is rejected and a 
transcendence able to detach from this illusory world 
is pursued. 

In the second stage, distinctions between sacred 
and mundane, immanent and transcendent, linguistic 
and non-linguistic, duality and non-duality still 
remain. 


3) Non-duality between duality and non-duality, 
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with the reaffirmation of duality: 

In the final stage, it is realized that the second 
stage remains entangled in dualism, merely reversing 
its polarity as a specular reflection of conventional 
thought. 

In the third stage, the sacred and the mundane 
cannot be differentiated. This can be said to represent 
neither a transcendence of the immanent world, nor 
an attachment to it. 

It is simultaneously a transcendence of the world 
and a descent into the world. One returns to the world 
and language, but with no attachment to linguistic 
duality as in the first two stages. 


These Three Truths are naturally presented 
in a much simpler and more direct approach by 
Zen masters. However, their simplicity assumes 
an audience that is used to studying traditional 
scriptures, even if they were unable to interpret 
their complicated sayings. 

If you have never even attempted to unlock 
this kind of gate, it becomes more challenging to 
notice the key. 


If these previous descriptions were too compli- 
cated for you, try thinking of a two-story house. A 
very special house at that! 

In this house, few people know about the 
stairs and everyone naturally settles on the first 
floor. 

In time, practitioners of Supreme Wisdom are 
able to reach the “second floor” — a whole new 
house, in the same house they were already living 
in; an alternative way of experiencing things. Now 
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“things” are no longer divided into “things”, but 
experienced as a constant interchangeability of a 
single thing; like on a television screen, where all 
the different things are also the same thing. 


By ascending or “transcending” to this new 
space of possibilities — as paradoxical as it may 
sound when we put it into words — this liberation 
from “things” comes with its own dualism between 
two opposed and different “things”: the first and 
second floors. 

So there is still the dualism between the world 
as One and the world as “many different things”, 
between sacred and mundane, enlightenment and 
illusion, routine experience and “satori.” 

Reaching the second floor is quite commonly 
accompanied by a disdain for the ground floor. So 
there is a third stage, a new learning or deepening 
into enlightenment, which consists of feeling at 
home throughout the entire house, regardless of 
the floor. The experience that everything is the 
same house. 

This learning is a kind of fall or “descendence” 
that can only happen after “transcendence” — 
hence the strange term “trans-descendence.” 

If this was still too complicated, we can ask for 
help from a famous Zen quote which addresses 
the same point: 


“As a beginner, rivers and mountains were 
just rivers and mountains. As I practiced, rivers 
and mountains ceased to be just rivers and moun- 
tains. After mastering the art, again rivers and 
mountains are just rivers and mountains.” 
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The journey 


Mist and rain on Mount Lu; 
Fast-flowing waters on the Che River. 


“Tf I do not undertake the journey, 
A thousand regrets will haunt me!” 


I went there and returned; 
Nothing special. 


Mist and rain on Mount Lu; 
Fast-flowing waters on the Che River. 
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Going there and coming back again 


For how many years 

Have I braved the wilderness, 
Until I could penetrate 

The deepest principle? 


Then, suddenly, 

I understood my master 
And journeyed back 

To my homeland. 


You go there 
And come back again. 


Clouds covering the mountain peak. 
Streams flowing at your feet. 
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Throw it away 


Suppose people said: 

“Everybody must experience enlightenment 
someday!” 

But the sutras say: 

“Even if you attain marvellous enlightenment, 
you must also abandon it.” 

So how about that? 

By abandoning it, you instantly return home. 
For the first time, you forget about nets and traps. 


Achievements and intelligence are secondary. 

When an achievement is impossible and our 
intelligence cannot understand it, for the first 
time you reach a certain kind of unity. Then, if 
achievement is not abandoned, it turns into a 
sixth finger — a useless appendage of flesh. 


If words cannot reach, intelligence cannot 
know. Understanding what cannot be understood 
is indeed an achievement. However, if you become 
attached to such an achievement, it becomes a 
disease. 


The Tree of Spirit is sublime, but the sparrows 
inevitably must come down from it and scratch on 
the ground. 

The heron seems to meditate while hunting 
and waiting for prey, but this does not interrupt 
its action. 

These illustrate the principle that one cannot 
remain stationary and attached, or just sitting 
down. 
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The Buddha returns after the crossing 


This is the Way he followed 
Escaping the world. 

This is the Way he followed 
Returning to the world. 


Coming and going; 

Always on the Sacred Way. 
Through life and death, 

Bright fake flowers on either side. 


Al 


Samadhi [a footnote chapter] 


The Three Truths are emptiness, forms, and 
the non-duality between forms and emptiness — 
that is, two things are turned into three. 

Similarly, there are also two types of samadhi 
that can ultimately merge into a single one — a 
“non-duality” between two experiences. 


The word “samadhi” refers to a kind of trance. 
Some popular definitions talk of “a deep state of 
concentration,” “a meditative state of conscious- 
ness,” and “a state that transcends the mind and 
the intellect.” 

Literally, the word portrays the idea of “being 
completely turned toward something.” In practice, 
we are all familiar to a samadhi of this or that 
kind. It happens when we are completely absorbed 
in anything. 

Contemporary athletes and artists have been 
talking about a mental state of “flow” which is 
also a form of samadhi. The concept is not limited 
to Zen practice. 


However, within the Buddhist context, when 
people talk of samadhi they are usually referring 
to a specific type of samadhi — a mental state 
“completely turned toward emptiness, during 
meditation”. 

It is the experience of the indivisible world, or 
the Origin, what is unmoving and silent, what is 
formless and unchanging, or simply “at night,” 
“abandoning body and mind,” “body and mind 
dropping away,” “your face melting like a candle,” 
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“formless throne of enlightenment,” and so forth. 

Notice that the throne of enlightenment is not 
enlightenment itself, but the seat it takes. Sitting 
with crossed legs and focusing on the breath, for 
example, leads to this type of samadhi. 


However, the hard-to-please Zen Buddhist 
masters are not satisfied with this. 

After achieving it, they say: 

“Throw it away! Are you going to sit all day?” 


Then, there is another very important type of 
samadhi, related to that “trans-descendence” we 
have previously considered: a “return to the 
world”. 

This particular kind of samadhi is closer to 
the “flow” mentioned by athletes and artists. Its 
experience is fluid. 

It has been described as “leaving no traces,” 
“nothing remains and everything arises from 
nothing at every moment,” “listening to the sound 
of a turbulent stream running fast down the 
mountain and understanding how fast our lives 
are thrown into their paths,” “going with the flow 
of the moment,” “acting like a baby,” “having no 
ties,” or “flowing mountains.” 


Every Zen practitioner must delve to a certain 
extent into these two forms of samadhis, which 
are complementary and, in a sense, also merge 
into one. However, each one of them will generally 
act as a foundation depending on personality. 

Thus, one can notice two regular tendencies 
underlying many different temperaments, schools, 
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and methods in Zen. 

For example: some masters have been strict 
and demanding, specially about satori and zazen. 
Others are more casual and relaxed, sometimes 
even asserting that enlightenment is useless, as 
the most important and valuable thing is simply 
living “in the flow”. 


Usually, extremists are idiots — but the word 
“usually” was inserted to prove that I discourage 
any extremist interpretation of this claim 

Consider this: 

The reckless person sees the brave person as a 
coward, while the coward sees the act of being 
brave as something reckless. This illustrates how 
certain contexts can tag as “extremists” all those 
who are simply being reasonable. 


In the end, there is nothing new. 


Some buddhas have a big head. 
Some buddhas have a big butt. 
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Heads and butts 


A monk asked Kyuho Doken: 

“What is the head?” 

Master Doken said: 

“To open your eyes but not being aware it has 
dawned.” 

The monk said: 

“And what is the butt?” 

“The part that won’t sit on a eternal cushion.” 

“If people have a head and no butt, how is it?” 

“In the end, it leads to frustration.” 

“And if people have a butt, yet no head?” 

“Tt is like having a bellyful and still lacking 
power.” 

“And what if head and butt are in harmony?” 

“Even the future generations are revitalized, 
but no one in the room notices it.” 


Commentary: 


If the eye of your mind is not purified and your 
understanding of things is not complete, even if 
you can talk about heads and butts — about the 
many in the One and the One in the many — the 
point hangs unclear and you will always perch 
over confusion. 

When the beautiful Xishi felt a pain in her 
chest, her face was contorted — making her even 
more beautiful. 

Presumptuous women noticed this and tried 
to squeeze their own faces, but this only made 
them uglier. This is a critique of those who study 
only with their eyes and ears — people who do not 
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make a real effort to attain enlightenment. 


But this koan only tells half the story. 

The conversation was longer and started when 
the monk challenged Master Doken with another 
question: 

“Everyone keeps talking about saving others, 
but what would you use to save people?” 

Doken said: 

“You tell me: has it ever happened that a 
mountain needed a little dirt?” 

The monk did not give up: 

“If that is the case, then what is everybody 
looking for?” 

Doken said: 

“The sutras tell us the story of Yajnadatta —a 
man who saw his own reflection in the mirror and 
said, ‘Why does my reflection have a head that I 
can see, yet I cannot see my own head?’. Searching 
for his own head, he went mad.” 

The monk kept going: 

“And how could one avoid such madness?” 

Doken replied: 

“The sun rises lightening up the road, but the 
eyes do not open.” 


Notice that this statement means the same as 
“to open your eyes but not being aware it has 
dawned.” 

The case continues their conversation from 
this point onwards. 


People without a head create illusions. 
The person without a butt creates attachment 
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and rejection. 
This mystery must be solved both vertically 
and horizontally; both to the left and to the right. 


We can further clarify this case with another 
case, very similar: 

Doken was studying under Master Sekiso 
Keisho, who on one occasion told the assembly: 

“Beginners who have not yet reached the great 
question should start with the head. The butt will 
naturally follow.” 

A monk asked: 

“But what is the head?” 

“Knowing existence.” 

“And what is the butt?” 

“Occupying the present moment.” 

“And when someone has a head and no butt?” 

“A sick person vomiting gold.” 

“And when someone has a butt, yet no head?” 

“A threatening dependency.” 

“And when head and butt are in harmony?” 

Sekiso concluded: 

“Even if such a person no longer thinks about 
harmonizing anything, it is still too early for them 
to receive my approval.” 


A vulgar remark from Kerozene: 


Two floors, Three Truths. 

Two mysteries, three samadhis. 

An ex-girlfriend’s father had some resentment 
towards soap operas. If he walked into the room 
and a soap opera was on TV, he used to point his 
finger at the screen and say emphatically: 
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“All lies! Those are a bunch of lies!” 
I sometimes imagine his frustration stems 
from a time when he believed it was all true. 


The same dark screen creates different kinds 
of image. All lies! 

Turn off the television and investigate the 
screen — the very mirror that creates the images. 
That’s the head. 

The butt is enjoying the movie. People call it a 
“tail” elsewhere, but they are talking about the 
butt. Anyway, it is not even real. Even your 
thoughts are images. 

The nest lies inside the hole. It is not the hole 
lying inside the nest. 

If you get confused and attached to images, 
you will eventually get frustrated, denouncing: 

“All les! Those are a bunch of lies!” 


That is true. Not real, just life. 

Why not enjoy the movie? The Graphics Card 
of the Mind is unsurpassable. The ray tracing is 
amazing. 

If a spider web holds a little dew, each droplet 
reflects all the others and everything else from its 
own position in space. Since the beginning of time, 
not a single droplet has been omitted. 

In the end, the screen and the images are one 
and the same thing. A single constant screen is 
creating a lot of fleeting images. 

That is how we learn seeing with clarity, but if 
you are only interested in that, there is no more 
fun in going to the movies. 
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Blooming Dharma Blossoms 


All the Pure Lands in the ten directions are 
simply Dharma Blossoms. 

Here, all Buddhas blossom the Dharma and 
are blossomed by the Dharma. 

Through the practice of not retreating nor 
veering away, we blossom deep and indescribable 
Buddha Wisdom — a peaceful subtle samadhi that 
can be challenging to attain or comprehend. 


Realization is reality itself right now. 

Even surprise, doubt, fear and hesitation are 
reality itself right now. 

The Buddha’s teaching is very different, as 
“describing a particle of dust” and “sitting within 
a particle of dust, without any effort to measure or 
create” are very different activities. 


Even if you sit in the world of phenomena, 
which is reality itself, the experience is not broad. 

Even if you sit on a particle of dust, the expe- 
rience is not narrow. 


If you are not fully present, you are not fully 
seated. 

If you are fully present, you free yourself from 
circumstance and it no longer matters how broad 
or narrow is the place you occupy. 

In this way, you can thoroughly experience 
the blooming of Dharma Blossoms. 


When your mind is deluded, you become the 
subject of Dharma blossoms. 
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When your mind is enlightened, you are the 
creator of Dharma blossoms. 


Clarifying the teachings of all buddhas is the 
Treasure of the True Dharma Eye; it is the Buddha 
himself. 

When you hear about “grasping the teachings 
and attaining enlightenment,” “unveiling the wis- 
dom of Buddha,” “transcending verbal teachings 
and experiencing reality,” or “manifesting the 
Buddha’s wisdom,” that is precisely the blooming 
of Dharma Blossoms. 


Attaining enlightenment and seeing yourself 
as the creator of Dharma Blossoms means that as 
the Dharma Blossoms bloom, in their original, 
continuous blooming, you empower yourself 
through their blossoming and thus also blossom 
yourself. 
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Ox-herding pictures 


A young shepherd finds himself disoriented 
amidst treacherous swamps and shadowy forests, 
searching for a lost ox. 

He tirelessly explores, cutting through the 
thickets and wandering along unnamed rivers. He 
is exhausted and far from home. In the silence of 
the night, all he hears are the cicadas singing. His 
heart is troubled: 

“Where else could I look?” 

Thus unfolds an ancient story, attributed by 
some to Daoism and by others to Buddhism. Its 
content is a metaphorical account of the search for 
our true nature. 

Whatever its original source, the story turned 
into a series of illustrations that became quite a 
popular motif for Chinese artists around the 12th 
century. 

Series titled as “10 Ox-Herding Pictures” or 
“10 Stages in the Search for the Ox” were released 
by different authors. Traditionally, the monk 
Hotei is depicted in the corresponding image for 
the tenth stage, but there is much variation. Some 
versions prefer dividing the story into 6 stages, or 
replacing the ox with an elephant or a monkey. 


Here we present a Japanese copy of a version 
by the Chinese master Guoan Shiyuan. 

The copy is dated from 1278 and the original 
from around 1150, being widely considered the 
oldest scroll on this theme. 

The painter complemented the illustrations 
with commentaries in both poetry and prose. 
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Searching the ox 


Relentlessly I push through the tall grass 
In the pasture of the world; 
Searching for the ox. 


Wandering along nameless rivers, 
Iam myself lost among intertwining paths 
Scattered on the mountains. 


My strength depleted and my footsteps sore, 
I can only hear the cicadas of late autumn, 
Singing in the forest. 
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In reality, the ox was never lost., Why embark 
on a quest? It’s because the little shepherd turned 
his back on his true nature that he strayed from 
the ox. With the eyes full of dust, he can no longer 
see it. So far from home, it was he who got lost 
among intertwining paths. Thoughts of gain and 
loss rise like fiery flames. Judgments of right and 
wrong pushing forth like sword points. 


103 


Discovering footprints of the ox 


Along the river and beneath the trees, 
I see the footprints. 


Now, even beneath the fresh grass, 
I can discern them. 


Up to the very ends of the mountain, 
Everywhere I see the footprints. 


Nothing could hide them anymore; 
Like the nose when you are looking upwards. 
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Grasping the meaning of the sutras, he could 
identify the footprints through the teachings. He 
understands that every bowl is made of gold and 
that Ten Thousand Things are himself. Judging 
between right and wrong, how to tell true from 
false? He has not yet crossed that gate, and we 
can only say he has discovered the footprints. 
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Seeing the ox 


A bird sings. 

The sun is warm. 

The wind is cold. 

Willows, along the riverbank, 

So green. 

Here, an ox has no place to hide! 


But where is the artist 
Who could ever draw 
That enormous body; 
Those imposing horns? 
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Reaching it through your hearing, you will 
unveil the source of everything you see. The six 
senses should be regarded similarly — within every 
action the fundamental axis is revealed. It is just 
like the salt in seawater, or the high temperature 
in a soup. If you raise an eyebrow, this is nothing 
but reality itself. 
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Catching the ox 


With all my strength, 

In a tremendous fight, 

lcaich tt; 

But its power and determination 
Are inexhaustible. 


He breaks free and shoots towards the peak, 
Beyond the misty line of the clouds. 


Defeated, 
I drop rope and whip. 
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It has lived in the obscurity of the crossroads 
for a long time, and now you meet. If the ox is too 
accustomed to the previous situation, it may be 
difficult to mount it. If attachment to the fragrant 
grasses is not abandoned, there is stubbornness 
and rebellion. If you desire purity and obedience, 
you may need the whip. 
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Taming the ox 


Fearing it might flee 
Towards misty dusty roads, 
I use the rope and the whip. 


A well-cared-for ox 
Naturally becomes gentle. 


Even without using the rope, 
The ox likes to follow. 


If a single thought arises, it will be followed 
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by others. Through enlightenment, they become 
true. Within illusion, they will eventually lead to 
deceit. Oppressive feelings do not come from your 
surroundings. It is your own mind that creates 
them. You must firmly hold the reins, so doubts 
cannot enter. 
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Riding the ox 


Riding the ox, 
Lazily I go back home. 


Melodies from my flute 
Resonate in the clouds at sunset. 


Each tap with my foot, 
Each phrase from the flute is infinite. 


Words are not necessary, 
If you can understand the music. 
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The battle is over. Gain and loss are equally 
empty. I get excited by bucolic songs from lumber- 
jacks and children’s chants. Mounted on the back 
of the ox, I observe the clouds. Even if you call me, 
I will not return. Even if you grab me, I will not 
stay. 
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Coming down from the ox 


On the back of the ox, 
TI arrive home. 


I feel entirely at peace, 
And the ox too can rest. 
The sun has risen. 
Tranquillity is complete. 


Rope and whip 
Were abandoned 
Inside the cabin. 
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All is One, not two. The ox is a metaphor*. 
Think of rabbits and traps, or fishes and nets. It is 
like gold emerging from ore; like the moon rising 
from behind the clouds. This single ray of cold 
light serenely travels through endless time. 


[*Also in metaphorical language, the outer 
layer is only a tool. The real value lies in what it 
carries inside. And yet, talking of outer layers is 
to forget all is One.] 
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8 
Forgetting self and ox 


The rope and the whip, 
The self and the ox; 
Everything blends into emptiness. 


A vast blue sky beyond the boundaries 
Of the canvas of language; 


A snowflake within the blazing furnace. 


Here are the footprints 
Of ancient patriarchs. 
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Worldly feelings have fallen. The mind is clear. 
Notions of sacred are empty. You should not linger 
where there is a buddha. You must pass swiftly 
where there is no buddha. If you are not clinging 
to anything, even a thousand eyes would struggle 
to see you. A thousand birds bringing flowers 
would cause embarrassment*. 


[*D. T. Suzuki adapts this last line as “A holi- 
ness before which birds offer flowers is but a 
farce.” This is a reference to a hermit known as 
Farong of Mount Niutou. Birds were said to bring 
flowers in their beaks to pay homage to him, who 
was considered a perfect saint. However, after 
meeting Daoxin, the Forth Patriarch of Zen, the 
hermit was awakened to true wisdom and became 
embarrassed of his previous “sanctity”.] 
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Reaching the Origin 


Too much walking, too much wasted effort 
Returning to the Origin, finding the Root. 
Better to have been blind and deaf 

From the start! 


Sitting inside the Ancestral Hut, 
I take no cognizance of things outside. 


Rivers flow gently. 
Flowers are red. 


118 


It is originally pure and clear, with no trace of 
dust. Contemplating the surging and falling of 
forms in the silence of inaction. Illusion has been 
surpassed. Why strive or plan? Water is blue. 
Mountains are green. Sitting alone, I see forms 
come and go. 
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In the world 


Barefooted, barechested, 
I blend in with the people of the world. 


My clothes are dusty rags, 
Always adorned with a wide smile. 


I have no use for magical powers 
And elixirs of eternal life. 


Now, before me, 
Dead trees become alive. 
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I shut the twig-woven doors to my straw hut, 
so saints and sages take no notice of me. I bury 
the light of knowledge and refuse to follow the 
trails left by past sages. Carrying a sack, I arrive 
at the market. Wielding a staff, I go back home. I 
enjoy the company of barkeepers and fish sellers. 
Everyone I see becomes a buddha. 


121 


“BUFFALO AND HERDSMAN” 
KAWANABE Kyosal - JAPAN (cA. 1887) 
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Overly meticulous 


Lost in distressful thoughts, 
Trying to discover reality, 

You do not realize how reality 
Is the origin of your thoughts. 


Arguing with an echo, 

Trying to compel it into silence, 
You do not realize how your voice 
Is the source of the echo. 


You must be: 

Mounted on the ox, 
Searching for the ox, 

Or trying to use the splinter 
To remove the splinter. 
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Ikkyu: again and forever 


Peace is no luck. 

Six years facing a wall in silence, 
Until your face liquefies 

Like a candle. 


Sing until your throat is gone, 

And words happen by themselves. 

Stand on tiptoe over the eye of a needle; 
Like a bright grain of sand in the sunlight. 
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Another scolding from Joshu to the 
assembly 


In my youth, some 90 years ago, I had achance 
to meet all the 80 disciples of Baso, and each one 
of them was a dragon. Masters nowadays merely 
heap vines over dry branches, chasing creepers 
along labyrinths and veering away from the Root. 

Nansen, my esteemed teacher and one of the 
great masters in history, used to say: 

“You must go straight ahead, directly toward 
illusion.” 

Can any of you monks here understand the 
meaning of these words? 

The current generation of “new masters” can 
only preach embellishments around the edges and 
stuff themselves with all the rice their greedy 
hands can reach. At the same time, they presume 
to demand idolatry from others! 

As soon as they gather some 300 or 500 fools 
around them, they puff up their chests and say: 

“T am the master, and you are my disciples!” 

Ridiculous. 
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“TIME MUST BE CHERISHED, IT WAITS FOR NO ONE” 
JAKUSHITSU GENKO - JAPAN (14TH CENTURY) 
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All lies! Those are a bunch of lies! 


Cutting a child’s finger with a knife, splitting 
a cat in half with a sword, slapping others in the 
face... 

“Disregard over conventions and formalities, 
with tireless exhibitions of abandoned delight in 
moving away from the ‘respectable’.” 

This sort of effrontery and disrespect must be 
thoroughly investigated alone. However, here are 
a couple of things to consider: 


“When deeply understood, even an answer 
that is sweet as honey can reveal itself as a form 
of poison.” 


The kindest and most pleasant people around 
are swindling salesmen trying to push bad deals 
on people. 

When you coach people to trust you with a 
sweet and affectionate performance (which “only 
coincidently” resembles the performance of a 
swindling salesman,) you might really believe 
that you were teaching “this or that word,” but 
you might have actually taught them “how to trust 
swindling salesmen.” 

All hustlers have their own words to teach. 

Sweet and flattering words lead people by the 
nose, like an ox. If you pierce rings of artificial 
kindness and intentional sweetness on people’s 
noses, so you can guide them in the way you think 
“proper,” the rings will remain even after you are 
gone. Any swindler can tie a rope to it, leading 
people towards whatever you consider “improper.” 
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Convinced that you are teaching others, you 
may be piercing a ring on your own nose; a ring 
people and circumstances will pull to lead you like 
an Ox. 

Being free is better than being controlled. 


Are you familiar to the concept of “kitsch”? 
Milan Kundera calls it the aesthetic ideal of “a 
world in which shit is denied and everyone acts as 
though it did not exist.” This is very significant. 

He also writes: 

“Before we are forgotten, we will be turned 
into kitsch. Kitsch is the stopover between being 
and oblivion.” 


One can argue Zen Buddhism has turned into 
kitsch. The very word “Zen” has been currently 
used to convey something quite close to “a world 
without shit.” 

There is most certainly a kitsch approach to 
Zen and this might even be the most popular one. 
However, it is nothing new. 

Notice that Zen poetry has been singing about 
shit since the so called Golden Age of Buddhism. 
Is this not a rejection of Buddhist kitsch? 

Conversely, R. H. Blyth is a recent Western 
celebrity on Zen, and he writes: “Some people like 
Zen because it gives them an excuse to be rude.” 

Clearly, both kitsch and hcstik approaches to 
Zen are available at the market, to be consumed 
like a t-shirt. Real Zen alone cannot be sold, as the 
only way to get it is by yourself. 
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Both kitsch and hcstik approaches to Zen will 
miss the point. If again we speak of movies and 
TV screens, we should talk of “transcending”, or 
“going beyond” the images on the screen. 

Of course Ultimate Reality and a relative 
“thing” called a television screen can be very dif- 
ferent, but even from this perspective they still 
share some illustrative principles. 

When you are immersed in a movie, attached 
to the characters in positive or negative ways, 
your peace and satisfaction may seem dependent 
on the outcome of the film. 

The kitsch approach, “Zen to be nice,” could be 
seen as rejecting anything but happy endings. 

The hestik approach, “Zen to be rude,” could 
be seem as rejecting happy endings. 

These are specular reflections of each other, 
based on dualism and not transcending dualism, 

Both are unrelated to experiencing the screen 
itself, and grasping from this experience that All 
is One; that relative experiences of many different 
“things” to be called happy or not-happy are ulti- 
mately an illusion. 


A pseudo-autobiographical account of the 
Sixth Patriarch Huineng’s life is often referenced 
throughout Zen books, and it doesn’t necessarily 
lack worthy teachings, but it does present the man 
as a character straight out a Disney movie. 
Besides, it is probably a fabrication; an artefact 
from political disputes among petty people. 


Here is what happened: 
Zen had obtained some popularity and rival 


129 


schools were battling for power. Two particular 
sects claimed their original founder, Huineng and 
Shenxiu, were the “real” Sixth Patriarch. 

Supposedly, such a claim should be resolved 
by presenting Bodhidharma’s robe and bowl, said 
to have passed from patriarch to patriarch until 
the fifth one, Hongren. Because the relics were 
lost, disputes ensued. 


Here, we should mention that Bodhidharma’s 
robe and bowl might have been a fraud from the 
start, as Bodhidharma himself is under suspicion 
of being a fabrication. 

Some scholars make a very reasonable point 
that maybe Huike (the Second Patriarch) was 
self-taught and never actually had a master. In 
this scenario, he was the founder of Zen. 

However, Buddhist sects were expected to 
“prove” their genealogical connection to the 
Buddha before they were taken seriously. This 
seems to have always been a fetish among 
Buddhist communities. 

Attached to titles and traditions, people like 
to forget Buddha Nature has no North, no South. 
So Bodhidharma may have been created at some 
point, to fill this gap between Indian Buddhism 
and some crazy Chinese dude presuming to have 
grasped it and to present it in a new light. 

A robe and a bowl are easy to place and re- 
place. We do not know. It is also possible that 
Bodhidharma was the real founder. 


Socrates may have been a fabrication. I mean, 
his life and anecdotes are almost too convenient, 
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right? It would be immature trying to ascertain 
today what really happened back then. Fortunately, 
it is not important. 

Whatever we can use from the ancient Greeks 
today has nothing to do with “people who really 
existed,” but with “ideas that are truly interest- 
ing.” 

A matured study of history searches for what 
is significant and interesting for us today. 
Fanatical presumptions of uncovering absolute 
and objective certainty about details from the past 
is immature. 


During that dispute about the “real” Sixth 
Patriarch, a document appeared, claiming to be 
an autobiography by Huineng. 

Huineng was long dead and, centuries later, 
scholars would trace the authorship of that docu- 
ment to one of the monks involved in the dispute: 
a very talented swindler, author of several other 
documents revealing a brilliant intellect devoted 
to forgery. 

He composed a convincing, beautiful, and 
emotional narrative; a balanced mixture of truth 
and lies. With this document, in addition to other 
political manoeuvres not worth mentioning, he 
convinced the people at the time that Huineng 
was indeed the “real” Sixth Patriarch. 


Today, both Sixth Patriarchs are recognized 
and Shenxiu (turned into a villain by the forged 
document) is also widely recognized as a great 
master. 
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Here is a summary of the document’s pivotal 
moments: 


Hongren, the Fifth Patriarch, was on the 
verge of death and everybody at the monastery 
was arguing about his successor. Most believed 
the “lamp” would be passed to Shenxiu, who is 
portrayed as an intellectual and spoiled student — 
everyone’s favourite, the Golden Boy, supported 
by an entire political apparatus. 

As a form of challenge to the other monks, 
Shenxiu writes a beautiful poem on the courtyard 
wall, adorned with fancy Chinese characters: 


Our body resembles the Bodhi Tree. 

Our mind resembles a scintillating mirror. 
Continuously, must one clean and polish 
Dust assembling on the Mind Mirror. 


Huineng, who indeed was illiterate, is shown 
as a poor little thing, super humble and scorned 
by others. Overhearing monks in the courtyard 
repeating Shenxiu’s poem, he asks one of them to 
help him write his own poem on a wall nearby: 


Enlightenment is not a tree. 

The mind is not a mirror. 

The nature of mind is emptiness, 
So where is dust supposed to pile? 


Approving the poem, Master Hongren erases 
it from the wall, afraid Shenxiu’s supporters would 
persecute poor-little-thing Huineng. 

In secret, Hongren would entrust him 
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Bodhidharma’s bowl and robe, telling him to flee. 

Now Shenxiu and his henchmen are pursuing 
Huineng, planning to take the robe and bowl from 
him. It really is an adventure story: some form of 
“Zen shonen”. 

When climax arrive and the pursuing monks 
finally catch up with Huineng, the monks demand 
the bowl and robe. 

Huineng detachedly gives up on them forever 
and gently places them on the ground. 

Shenxiu and his companions, however, are 
unable to raise the relics, because now they weigh 
several tons... 

Recognizing Huineng’s magical superiority, 
Shenxiu seeks his guidance. Huineng asks him a 
question you are probably familiar with, and that 
should give you an estimate of how famous this 
story has become: 

“What is your original face? What is the face 
you had before your parents were born?” 


This question then enlightens Shenxiu, it also 
enlightens the other monks, it enlightens me and 
you and the whole world, and of course everybody 
lives happily ever after. 
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A Zen biography 


Dokyo Etan was born and raised in liyama 
castle; a young samurai in the service of 
Matsudaira Tadatomo. 

On a certain occasion, observing older soldiers 
asking a monk for protective talismans bearing 
the name of a Buddhist goddess, the young man 
approached with interest. 

The monk felt that this young man possessed 
some extraordinary aptitude and decided to treat 
him with complete honesty. 

When the other soldiers left, he said: 

“My dear friend, real Buddhism is not to be 
found in external objects. These amulets have no 
power. You should seek the gods within yourself.” 

The boy was unable to understand those 
words, but as time passed he discovered himself 
tortured by that dilemma, which became his Great 
Doubt. 

On a later occasion, he fell from a ladder and 
lost consciousness. Upon awakening, the samurai 
felt he could finally understand what the monk 
said, but without confirmation from a qualified 
master, doubts still lingered. 

The young man asked Tadatomo to release 
him from clan activities to become a monk. Being 
a devout Buddhist himself, Tadatomo gladly 
agreed. 

The young seeker was introduced to master 
Shido Munan, who confirmed his experience as a 
partial realization. After practicing with Master 
Munan for only a year, Dokyo Etan received a seal 
of approval attesting his enlightenment. He was 
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20 years old. 


Subsequently, Etan was encouraged by his 
teacher to set out on the traditional pilgrimage 
visiting monasteries and masters in search of 
deepening his understanding. When he was done 
with it, he returned to Master Munan. 

When his disciples raised funds to build him a 
temple, Munan rejected the offer to serve as the 
abbot and planned to give the honour to Dokyo 
Etan, who also rejected the offer and went hiding 
until someone else was appointed to the position. 

On his deathbed, Master Munan summoned 
Dokyo Etan and said: 

“I am very old and you are my only disciple 
who understands the teaching. I will give you the 
scrolls I received from my master, Gudo Toshoku, 
who in turn received them from his own master 
and so on, throughout the history of our school. I 
have also included some words expressing my un- 
derstanding. This is a very important record from 
our sect and I entrust it to you. Protect it well.” 

Etan pushed the scrolls back to his master, 
saying: 

“If they are so important, you should keep 
them.” 

“But you need them to prove that you are my 
legitimate successor!” 

Etan insisted: 

“There were no written instructions when you 
taught me, and I don’t need them now.” 

The master admitted: 

“That is true. However, these documents have 
been passed from master to disciple for several 
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generations, and I would like to hand them over to 
you.” 

Etan accepted the papers respectfully, and im- 
mediately threw the bundle into the brazier warm- 
ing the master’s quarters. The scrolls were natu- 
rally consumed by fire. 

Munan shouted: 

“What are you doing?” 

Etan shouted with equal intensity: 

“What are you talking about?” 


Later, refusing to join any monastery, Dokyo 
Etan went to the mountains where he built a hut 
and lived in isolation. His mother became a nun 
and eventually joined him. 

The two led a simple life, guiding students to 
the other shore, though he was known to deal 
harshly with some of them, occasionally even 
drawing his sword to drive them away. Among 
these students was Hakuin, later considered a 
great reformer of the Rinzai sect. 


Popularly called “Old Man of the Shouju 
Hermitage” or simply “Shouju,” Master Dokyo 
Etan used to wear tattered clothes and have di- 
shevelled hair. 

He would often sit in cemeteries and practice 
zazen; a very ancient practice that might seem 
morbid and aversive, maybe even “toxic” for those 
unfamiliar with it, but we should remember that 
repugnant dung gives flowers and fruits vigour 
and exuberance. 

Accepting and witnessing the reality of death 
can bloom profound respect and inexhaustible 
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wonder facing the reality of life. 


On the verge of his own death, in 1721 at the 
age of eighty, Etan asked for writing material and 
handed the following yuige to his disciples: 


Dying in a hurry, 

It is bothersome to think of words. 
If I were to speak the truth, 

I would say nothing! 
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Hakuin and the Old Man of the Shouju 
Hermitage 


After becoming a monk, quitting it, and later 
returning to monastic life, Hakuin was feeling 
deeply disappointed with Zen masters and schools. 
However, because he was so afraid of hell, he kept 
on trying and finally arrived at Old Shouju, Dokyo 
Etan. 


Eager to impress, Hakuin was presenting his 
knowledge of Zen to the master, who interrupted 
him: 

“Nonsense and foolishness!” 

Hakuin repeated aloud: 

“Nonsense and foolishness!” 

The master grabbed his ears and threw him 
off the balcony where he had been resting before 
the student arrived. It was raining, so Hakuin 
found himself rolling in the water and mud. When 
he recovered, he went back to the balcony and 
bowed in front of the master, who said: 

“You cursed inhabitant of the dark cave!” 


A few days later, convinced that the master 
had simply failed to appreciate the true depth of 
his understanding, the young man was deter- 
mined to prove himself to the old teacher. Hakuin 
would later admit that he was filled with pride, 
feeling that “no one in the last 300 years had ex- 
perienced such profound enlightenment!” 


As soon as he had a chance, Hakuin invaded 
the master’s room and exhausted all his ingenuity 
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in a competition with Shouju. The master slapped 
Hakuin several times and once again threw him 
out of the room. However, the master’s room was 
high above the ground and Hakuin almost lost 
consciousness with the fall. 

The master looked out the window and laughed 
heartily from above. This brought Hakuin back to 
himself, experiencing a revelation that covered 
his back with sweat. But when he rushed to bow 
once again in front of Shouju, the master said he 
had not yet freed himself, accusing as before: 

“You cursed inhabitant of the dark cave!” 


Devastated, Hakuin went to the village to beg 
for food, thinking of abandoning the old man. It 
was in this depressed mood that Hakuin had a 
sudden revelation and ran back, very excited, to 
meet Shouju. Even before he crossed the gate, the 
master recognized that something had happened 
and shouted: 

“I see you're coming home with good news! 
Come and tell me quickly!” 


After that, the master never cursed Hakuin or 
hit him again, though he also never recognized 
him as a successor. Later, Hakuin received uncon- 
strained approval from other masters, but he 
would always maintain that Shouju was his true 
master and that his understanding of Zen was 
thanks to the old man. 
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Hakuin: Song of Zazen 


All sentient beings are originally buddhas, 
Like the ice is originally water. 

Away from the water, there is no ice. 

No buddhas outside of sentient beings. 


The truth is close, 

But people seek it far away. 
Surrounded by water, 
Crying out from thirst. 


Like the child of a wealthy family 
Lost in a poor village, 

We wander the Six Worlds 

Lost in dark roads of ignorance. 


From dark road to dark road, 
We have lived in darkness. 
How can we free ourselves from life and death? 


The Mahayana zazen: 

Praise is not enough to describe it. 
Devotion and liberation, 

The practice and all its virtues, 
All have their source in zazen. 


A single true samadhi 

Wipes away ancestral crimes. 

Where are the dark roads now? 

The Pure Land itself is around the corner. 


Listening to this truth a single time, 
With gratitude and respect, 
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Endless merits will be yours. 


Turn inward; 

Discover your true nature. 
True nature has no identity; 
Our identity is empty. 

Far beyond mere theories, 
Cause and effect are clarified. 


Not two, nor three. 

Form that has no form. 

Flowing without attaching to anything. 
Thinking with no thoughts. 

Singing and dancing True Dharma. 
Boundless and free, the Sky of Samadhi. 
Bright is the full moon of wisdom. 


Truly, nothing is lacking, 
Nothing to seek. 

What is outside? 

What is not included? 


Nirvana is in front of your eyes. 
This place itself is the Pure Land of the Lotus. 
This body itself is the body of Buddha. 
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Hakuin: real meditation 


What is real meditation? 

It is coughing and drinking, and gesturing 
with your hands, and movement, stillness, words 
and actions, good and evil, right and wrong and 
everything else transformed into a single koan. 
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A few arms more to Kannon 


Why does Kannon have so many arms? 

Why does the emperor have so many officials? 

The imperial decree spreads throughout the 
kingdom, but the emperor has not left the throne. 


There was an old blind man who lived in the 
mountains and made a living from reading the 
fortunes of others. When it rained, he always wore 
white shoes. 

People would say: 

“But you are blind! How can you walk on the 
muddy road without staining your shoes?” 

The old man replied: 

“There is an eye in the staff.” 


This old man proves it! 

When you reach for a pillow at night, there is 
an eye in your hand. 

When you eat, there is an eye in your tongue. 

When you recognize a person’s voice, there is 
an eye in your ear. 


Silent Su once talked to a deaf man and wrote 
about it: 

“We are both funny. I speak with my hands, 
and he listens with the eyes.” 

The Buddha mentioned the permutation of 
the senses, and undoubtedly, this is true. 
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Ostinato from the Song of the Valley by So 
Shoku 


Sounds from the valley: an eloquent language. 

Shapes of the mountain: are they not the Pure 
Body? 

I hear eighty-four thousand poems through 
the night. 

When morning comes, how can I explain it? 


The sound of the valley is the great language 
of Buddha. 

The beautiful mountains, his Immaculate 
Body. 

Eighty-four thousand poems were preached 
last night, 

Who could repeat them today? 


The streams in the valleys are the big large 
tongue of the Buddha. 

The forms of the mountains are his own body. 

At night, eighty-four thousand teachings were 
chanted. 

How can I share with others what they say? 


The noises from the valley are the voice of the 
Buddha. 

The colors of the mountains are the body of 
Buddha. 

I heard eighty-four thousand verses last night. 

What to say about them now? 


The sound of the valley is the boundless speech 
of the Buddha. 
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The forms on the mountain are his Pure Body. 

Throughout the night, eighty-four thousand 
poems. 

The following day, what could I say? 
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Dogen: Mountains and waters are sutras 


At this very moment, mountains and waters 
you see express the Way of all ancient Buddhas. 

Immersed in their own conditions, mountains 
and waters each blossom their full potential. 

Mountains and waters have been in constant 
activity since time immemorial. 

At this very moment, they are alive. 

Representing the circumstances of existence 
from even before the creation of forms, mountains 
and waters are realization materialized. 


Mountains are lofty and wide; therefore, their 
way of riding the clouds always comes naturally. 

Their marvellous power of climbing the wind 
arises freely and spontaneously from their own 
nature. 


Master Dokai told the assembly: 
“Green mountains are always walking; a stone 
woman gives birth to a child in the night.” 


Do you understand? 

Mountains lack no characteristic of a moun- 
tain. Because of this, they realize themselves and 
are constantly walking. 

We must carefully examine this constant 
walking. 


The walking of mountains is just like the 
walking of humans. Do not doubt the walking of 
mountains just because they do not appear to take 
steps like humans. 
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Many buddhas from all ages have mentioned 
and praised the virtues of walking. Understanding 
this constant walking of mountains is a key point. 
You need to traverse these words. 


So how is this walking of mountains? 

It is a constant walking. 

Although they walk faster than the wind, the 
people in the mountains do not realize it. 

“In the mountains” here means the blooming 
of the entire world. Those outside the mountains 
do not realize it. 

Those who lack the eyes to see the mountains 
cannot perceive, experience, understand, or hear 
this reality. 


If you doubt that mountains are walking, you 
do not know your own walking. 

It is not that you do not walk, but you do not 
comprehend or realize your own walking. 

To clarify your own walking, it is imperative 
to understand the walking of green mountains. 


Green mountains are neither sentient nor in- 
sentient. You are neither sentient nor insentient. 
Have no doubts about the walking of mountains. 

Sometimes, we do not notice the standards we 
impose over the multiple universes of phenomena 
when we observe the mountains. So thoroughly 
investigate the walking of mountains and your 
own walking. Study walking backward, walking 
in reverse, and walking back home. 

Since time immemorial, walking forward and 
backward has never been interrupted. 
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If this walking had once ceased, buddhas 
would not have arisen. If this walking comes to an 
end, buddhas will cease to emerge. 

Walking forward is continuous. 

Walking backward is continuous. 

Walking forward does not impede walking 
backward. Walking backward does not impede 
walking forward. 

This is what we call the “flow of the mountain; 
the flowing mountain.” 


Green mountains diligently practice walking. 

The Eastern Mountains diligently practice 
traveling on water. 

These are mountain practices. 

Maintaining their own form, without dividing 
themselves into body and mind, all mountains 
everywhere are always practicing. 

So do not insult the mountains, saying they 
cannot walk or travel on water. 

It is due to their superficial understanding 
that some doubt the phrase “green mountains are 
always walking.” 

Those who are shocked by the words “flowing 
mountains” are immature in their wisdom. 

If you fail to grasp even words like “flowing 
water,” you will drown in superficial puddles of 
narrow perspectives and small understanding. 


Mountains are complete and include name, 
form, and vital energy. 

There is walking, there is flowing, and there 
is the moment when a mountain gives birth to a 
mountain child; because mountains are buddhas, 
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and buddhas arise like this. 


You have eyes to see mountains as rocks, trees, 
grass, and earth, but do not let that confuse or 
burden you. That is not their complete existence. 

Even if the time comes when you have eyes to 
see the mountains as seven kinds of treasure, that 
is still not the complete picture. 

Even if you perceive in mountains the realm 
where all buddhas practice, that understanding is 
not something to cling to. 

Even if you grasp the most sophisticated view 
of the mountains, perceiving in them all the traits 
of all the buddhas, the truth goes beyond that. 

These descriptions are not the understanding 
of ancient buddhas, but merely examining the sky 
through a pipe. 


“Defining circumstances and differentiating 
the mind” is criticized by the sages. 

“Explaining the mind” and “classifying the 
Origin” have no relation to the ancient buddhas. 

“Intellectualizing about mind” and “arguing 
about the Origin” are occupations for those who 
are not Buddhists. 

Words and phrases as representations do not 
lead to liberation. 

There is something formless and independent 
of all representations. That is precisely where the 
mountains walk and travel on water. Examine 
this thoroughly. 


“A stone woman gives birth to a child in the 
night” means that the moment when a barren 
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woman gives birth is called “night.” 

Regarding the stone woman, there are male 
stones, female stones, and stones that are neither 
male nor female. 

Distributed throughout heaven and earth, 
they are called celestial stones and terrestrial 
stones. This has already been explained in the 
world of secular intellect, but it is rarely grasped. 

To understand the meaning of “gives birth toa 
child,” you must investigate the following: at the 
time of birth, is the mother separated from the 
child? 

Studying this not only concerns becoming a 
mother when your child is born, but also becoming 
a child. This is how we understand birth in the 
practice of Realization. Reflect on this. 


Great Master Yunmen said: 

“The Eastern Mountains travel on water.” 

The implication of these words is that all 
mountains are Eastern Mountains, and all 
Eastern Mountains travel on water. 

Mount Sumeru and all the mountains of the 
world are included; they are all practicing and 
confirming Realization. 

These are the “Eastern Mountains.” 


Currently, in the Chinese empire, there is a 
large contingent of irresponsible individuals, 
gathered in groups that are too numerous for the 
few true masters to enlighten. 

These ignorant peacocks proclaim that Zen 
statements like “The Eastern Mountains travel 
on water” are simply illogical and not supposed to 
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make any sense. These fools believe that logical 
thinking has no place in the words of ancient 
Buddhas or in Zen. 

They assert that these stories expressing the 
Way of the Buddhas are necessarily illogical and 
senseless. 

They say Obaku’s blows and Rinzai’s shouts 
are beyond logic and can make no sense; they are 
the enlightened, incomprehensible expressions 
arising from the experience that precedes forms. 

The ones who are claiming such nonsense 
have never met a true master, or awakened their 
Eye of Understanding on their own. Immature 
and deluded individuals not worth mentioning. 


These stories tagged as “irrational” by those 
bald idiots are only “illogical” to them — they are 
not illogical or irrational to the buddhas, who can 
make perfect sense of them. 

Even if they cannot understand, it is good for 
them to continue studying the ancient Way. Even 
if, in the end, it is beyond their understanding, 
their current understanding is useless. 

I myself have witnessed meetings with such 
people in China. They are a sorrowful symptom of 
this tragic period of Dharma’s decline in which we 
live. 

It’s a pity they cannot understand logical 
words or the logic of words. When I confronted 
them in China, no one had anything to say. They 
were all forced into silence. 

Their conception of “illogical words” comes 
from a distorted perspective. Even if you don’t 
have a good teacher available, you are yourself a 
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part of Reality. Do not insult the masters, saying 
they are incomprehensible just because many do 
not understand. 


Words like “The Eastern Mountains travel on 
water” are the bones and marrow of the Buddhas. 

All waters spring at the feet of Eastern 
Mountains. 

Moreover, all mountains ride the clouds and 
walk in the sky. 

All mountains are the top of the head of the 
waters. 

All mountains prance around with their toes 
in the water, splashing it and making a mess. 

In this sense, there are seven vertical types of 
walking and eight horizontal ones. This is the 
practice of Realization. 


Waters are neither strong nor weak; neither 
wet nor dry; neither in motion nor still; neither 
cold nor hot; neither existing nor non-existent; 
neither deluded nor enlightened. 

When water freezes, it becomes harder than 
stone. Who could destroy it? When it flows, water 
is softer than milk. Who could destroy it? Have no 
doubt that water manifests these powers. 


During practice, we see the waters of the ten 
directions as waters of the ten directions. Such an 
investigation is not limited to the moment when 
humans and devas look at water; we practice the 
moment when the water sees the water. 

Water practices and realizes water, therefore 
the water expresses the water. 
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Practice is the moment when a self meets its 
real self. One should walk forward and backward 
through this path; one should cross and surpass 
this path where something sees itself. 


The ways of perceiving the water will change 
according to the beings who perceive it. 

Some beings see water as a precious gem, yet 
this does not mean they look at precious gems as 
water. How is their view related to our human 
realm? We perceive their precious gem as water, 
that is all. 

Some beings see water as marvellous flowers, 
but this does not mean they use flowers as water. 

Hungry ghosts see water as flaming lava, or 
pus and blood. 

The dragons and fish see water as a palace or 
tower. 

Some beings see water as the seven treasures 
of a Mani Jewel. 

Some beings see water as a forest, some see it 
as a wall. 

Some beings see in water the true nature of 
complete liberation; they can perceive in it the 
true human body, or an illustration of the body 
and the principles of the mind. 

Humans see water as water. 

Water can be seen as dead or alive, depending 
on the circumstances and conditions of those who 
see it. 

We realize that the perception of beings is not 
equal. 


Ask yourself the following: are there many 
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ways of seeing one thing, or is it a mistake to see 
different things as one? 

Climb this question to the very end of its pole, 
and then keep on climbing higher. 


Similarly, the practice of Realization on the 
Way is not limited to one or two views. The realm 
of Complete Realization has thousands of views 
and tens of thousands of roads. 


Water is perceived by countless beings, but 
there is no original water. There is no common 
water for all beings. 

Despite this being so, water does not depend 
on their minds and bodies. Water does not arise 
from their actions, karma, nor is it conditioned by 
their perspectives and differentiations. The free 
existence of water depends only on water. 

In this way, water is inherently beyond “earth, 
water, fire, wind, space, and consciousness.” Water 
is not green, blue, red, white, or black. Water is 
not form, sound, smell, taste, touch, or thought. 
Yet, as part of “earth, water, fire, wind, and space,” 
water spontaneously realizes itself. 


As you can see, it becomes difficult to speak of 
how things are created, or how they work. 

When current philosophers claim “the world 
relies on the axis of space,” or “the axis of wind,” 
such models do not represent existence. Their 
statements are based on prejudiced suppositions 
and limited perspectives. 

People talk like that because they think that 
existence would be impossible without relying on 
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something to support it. 


The Buddha Gautama said: 
“All things are completely limitless; there is 
no place where they constantly remain.” 


Can you see that despite being completely 
limitless and impermanent everywhere, things 
still remain in their own perceived conditions? 

When humans look at water, they only see 
what is possible to see from their limited human 
perspective. In reality, water flows all around and 
in many different ways. 

Water flows in the sky and on the earth; it 
flows upwards and downwards. Water flows in 
spirals and creates deep vortexes. When it rises, it 
turns into clouds. When it descends, it creates 
vortexes. 


Wenzi, a Daoist philosopher and supposedly a 
disciple of Laozi, said: 

“The way of water is such that, rising to the 
sky, it turns into clouds, dew, and raindrops. When 
it falls back to the ground, it turns into lakes and 
rivers.” 

Even people who are not Buddhists have this 
kind of knowledge. You who declare yourselves 
children of Buddha should be ashamed of being 
more ignorant than an ordinary person. 


The way of water is not known to water, but is 
carried out by water. 

The way of water is not unknown to water, but 
water simply acts like water. 
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“Rising to the sky, it turns into clouds, dew, 
and raindrops” means that water flows to the sky 
and turns into clouds, dew, and raindrops. 

Clouds, dewdrops, and raindrops will differ 
according to different circumstances, but failing 
to recognize that water reaches everywhere is 
only understandable among fools. 


There is water within the fire and within the 
mind. 

There is water within our thoughts and logic. 

There is also water within Realization and 
Buddha Nature. 


“When it falls back to the ground, it turns into 
lakes and rivers” means that falling to the ground, 
water becomes lakes and rivers. 

Lakes and rivers create sages. 


Ordinary people and fools believe that water 
always takes the form of the lakes and rivers we 
call lakes and rivers. But in reality, there are lakes 
and rivers within the lakes and rivers. 

Water also reaches those places where there 
are no lakes and rivers. It just happens that when 
falling to the ground, water takes on the form and 
characteristics of lakes and rivers. 


Also, do not imagine that this world where 
water forms lakes and rivers has no Pure Land. 
Even from a single drop of water, countless Pure 
Lands spring forth. 

However, one should not understand from this 
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conversation that there is only water in the Pure 
Land, or only Pure Lands in the water. 

Water simply exists. 

Its existence has no relation to the past, the 
future, the present, or the world of phenomena. 

Despite all this, in the world of phenomena 
the water illustrates the fundamental point; it is 
the sutra and the koan of the Realization of Water. 


Wherever there are buddhas, there is water. 

Wherever there is water, there are Buddhas. 

Therefore, ancestral buddhas have always 
been close to water and embraced the water as 
their bodies and minds, letting it occupy their 
thoughts. 

The popular expression “water does not climb” 
has no basis in any Buddhist scripture. The way 
of water goes up, down, and in all directions. 


A sutra does say: 
“Wind and fire rise. Water and earth fall.” 


However, the rising and falling from this sutra 
require some investigation. 

Even though we use the word “fall” to describe 
something that water and earth do, “fall” is not 
exactly the activity of water and earth. Similarly, 
“rise” only refers to something that wind and fire 
do. 

The world is not defined by the limits of up, 
down, left, right, forward, and backward. 

These coordinates are imperfect conventions 
that conform to a perceived behaviour of elements. 

Paradise should not be imagined as something 
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existing “above,” neither hell should be thought of 
as being “below.” 
Hell traverses the entire realm of phenomena. 
Paradise traverses the entire realm of phe- 
nomena. 


When the dragons and fish see the water as a 
palace, they may do so in the same way humans 
see their palaces. Perhaps, they do not realize 
that water flows. 

Suppose someone from outside would tell 
them: 

“What you see as a palace is actually flowing 
water.” 

Dragons and fishes would probably be as 
shocked as some people are, when they hear the 
words “mountains are flowing.” 

Nevertheless, there may be some dragons and 
fish who understand how pillars and galleries in 
their palaces are flowing water. 

Reflect and meditate silently on the meaning 
of this. 

If you cannot go beyond your superficial views, 
you will not be able to free yourself from the body 
and mind of an ordinary person. In this way, you 
will be excluded from experiencing the Pure Land 
of ancient buddhas, and even from truly enjoying 
the palace of ordinary people. 


Ordinarily, people understand that water is 
the content of lakes and rivers, but they do not 
know how dragons and fish see and use water. Do 
not be foolish enough to imagine that “what we 
see as water” is what all beings see in the water. 
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You, who have taken refuge in the Buddha, 
should not limit yourself to human views of water. 
Go beyond and investigate the water as Dharma. 
Investigate how ancient buddhas used the water. 
Investigate whether there is water in the house of 
the ancient buddhas. 


From the boundless past to the boundless 
present, mountains have sheltered great sages. 

Sages and saints have always found in the 
mountains a refuge for their own bodies and 
minds. Because of saints and sages, mountains 
have been turned into buddhas. 


All sages have been in the mountains. 

[At some point, mountains can be made of 
earth, but they can suddenly turn into night itself, 
or “emptiness samadhi”. With each step, they will 
never stop transforming . The masters’ discourse 
is not for amateurs, and to keep up with it you 
must develop “a very long nose, capable of smell- 
ing dried shit from miles away and of sniffing the 
melons that rotted last winter.” 

But in reality, after entering the mountains, 
absolutely no encounter with anyone takes place. 
There is only the vital activity of the mountains. 
There are no signs that anyone has entered the 
mountains. 


Looking at the mountains from an ordinary 
perspective, or looking at the mountains from 
within the mountains, the face and the eyes of the 
mountains are seen in different ways. 

The view in which mountains do not flow is 
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similar to that of dragons and fish seeing water as 
a palace. 


Humans and devas hold a certain perception 
in relation to their own worlds. If we described it 
to different kinds of beings, this would raise 
doubts among some of them, while others simply 
lack the capacity for doubting. So, instead of being 
shocked by the words “mountains are flowing,” try 
to investigate these words like a buddha. 

From a certain perspective, the mountains 
are flowing; when you adopt another perspective, 
the mountains do not flow. 

Now the mountains are flowing, and now they 
are not. If you do not understand this, then you do 
not understand the wheel of circumstances — much 
less the Dharma of the Tathagata. 


An ancient buddha said: 

“If you want to avoid the conditions of hell, do 
not scorn the Dharma of the Tathagata.” 

Engrave these words on your skin, in your 
flesh, in your bones, in your heart, in your home, 
in emptiness, and wherever else you can engrave 
it. Such words are already engraved on trees and 
stones; in fields and villages. 


Even though mountains are in the territory of 
the empire, the mountains belong to people who 
love mountains. 

When mountains love a master, that sage or 
saint goes to the mountains. Because mountains 
belong to saints, sages, and to the people who love 
mountains, trees and stones abound; birds and 
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beasts feel inspired. 

This happens because saints and sages spread 
virtue. You should not doubt that mountains love 
sages and saints. 


Leaders and kings have visited mountains to 
honour the sages and saints, or sometimes to seek 
their guidance. These are great precedents from 
the past and present. 

On such occasions, rulers treat the sages and 
saints as their teachers, ignoring the conventions 
of the secular world. In fact, the power of the ruler 
has no authority over the sages and saints of the 
mountains. The mountains stand apart from the 
human world. 


When the Yellow Emperor visited Mount 
Empty-ego to pay homage to Guang Cheng, he 
crawled on his knees and bowed until his forehead 
touched the ground. This is the way he sought 
guidance from the master. 

When Buddha Shakyamuni left the palace of 
his family against his father’s wishes and went to 
the mountains, the king did not hold a grudge 
against the mountains, nor did he harbour any 
mistrust towards the mountain people who took 
in the prince and educated him. 


For most of the twelve years the Buddha spent 
practicing, he lived in the mountains. 

The Buddha’s enlightenment happened in the 
mountains. 

Thus, not even a mighty king has authority in 
the mountains. 
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The mountains are their own kingdom. Do not 
approach the mountains from the limited view of 
human thought. 

If you stop judging the flow of mountains by 
ordinary human understanding of what “flowing” 
is, you will stop doubting whether the mountains 
flow or not flow. 


Since ancient times, sages and saints have 
also lived close to the water. 

Living close to the water, people have either 
fished for fish, fished for people, or fished for the 
Way. 

These are the traditional aquatic styles; the 
styles of Flowing Winds and Streams. 

When a great master lives close to the water 
and finds a successor there, is this not “at night, a 
child is born from the stone”? 

Furthermore, you also need to be fishing for 
your identity, taking the bait, being seized by the 
hook and caught by the Way. 


There is water in several universes of sentient 
beings, and there are also universes of sentient 
beings in the water. 

There are universes of sentient beings in the 
clouds. 

There are universes of sentient beings in the 
alr. 

There are universes of sentient beings in the 
fire. 

There are universes of sentient beings in the 
mud. 

There are universes of sentient beings in a 
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blade of grass. 
There are universes of sentient beings in a 
staff. 
There are universes of sentient beings 
throughout all the world of phenomena. 
Wherever there is a universe of sentient be- 
ings, there is a universe of ancient buddhas. 
Thoroughly investigate the meaning of this. 


Water is the true palace of the dragon. 

Water is not falling. 

Seeing the activity of water as only falling is 
to slander the water with the word “falling.” This 
is just as obtuse as insisting that water does not 
fall. 

Water is simply the true state of water. 

Water is the completeness of all the character- 
istics of water. 

It is not “falling.” 

Studying the falling or not falling; the flowing 
or not flowing of a little bit of water, the complete 
experience of all things is instantly practiced. 


There are mountains hidden in treasure 
chests. 

There are mountains hidden in the flatlands. 

There are mountains hidden in the sky. 

There are mountains hidden in mountains. 

There are mountains hidden in hiding. 

This is how we practice. 


An ancient buddha said: 
“Mountains are mountains and waters are 
waters.” 
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These words do not mean that the mountains 
are mountains — they mean that the mountains 
are mountains. Investigate the mountains in this 
way. 

When we meditate on the mountains like so, 
this is the realization from within the mountains. 

The mountains and waters, by themselves, 
turn into people, and saints, and sages. 
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Kerozene: Mountains are walking and 
moonwalking on the water 


For ordinary people, “truth” and “logic” are 
associated to concepts such as 1+1=2. But in real- 
ity, one male rabbit plus one female rabbit equals 
an indeterminate number of rabbits. 

Then what is the exact nature of the so called 
“truth” and “logic” contained in 1+1=2? 


I am not claiming that no truth and logic can 
be found in 1+1=2. 

I am simply inviting you to investigate their 
nature, and also the limits within which this kind 
of “truth” and “logic” are confined to. 


You can represent a mountain with a triangle, 
but a triangle is not a mountain, and a mountain 
is not a triangle. 

Alan Watts suggests that maybe logicians and 
mathematicians have a rather weak intellect, 
measuring and giving us detailed ideas about the 
very simple forms in their own minds. 


One person = an entire universe. 

One person = more than could be said about 
that person. 

Is this not obvious? 

A person is an idea, but also a reality. 


Even a mathematician knows that one person 
equals an unimaginable number of cells, made of 
an unfathomable amount of particles. 

We speak of these particles as particles, but in 
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reality they are indefinable and unfathomable. 
They are not “bricks” that we can add, multiply, or 
divide to understand the world. 


If we were to add up all the organs, cells, and 
particles of a person in a bucket, the result is not 
“one person.” 

In a single drop of water, there is an entire 
universe. This is not even mystical anymore. 

Asingle unit of the planet Earth equals all the 
mathematicians in human history, and all the 
numbers they have ever imagined. 

Because of this, it is easy to say buddhas are 
the ones who can really speak “logically” about 
human existence and fundamental reality. 


Mathematicians talk of linguistic certainties 
and established patterns of peer review, because 
the object of their study is only an illusion made of 
human thoughts; objects they have invented 
themselves and embraced under their own rules. 

Concepts and thoughts are only “real” in the 
human imagination. The fundamental principle of 
Buddhism deals with what truly exists, beyond 
the illusions we create with our imagination. 


Two very different types of logic and truth. 


It’s not that illusions are useless or bad; I am 
simply saying there is more. If they are blocking 
you from realizing there is more, then they are 
“bad” as they are blocking the rest. 

Are there many ways of seeing one thing, and 
countless possibilities of application for any idea, 
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or is it a mistake to see different things as one? 


If a group of people reach an agreement and 
align to an artificial concept of “unity” — one we 
can subject to addition, multiplication and so 
forth, very useful as a reference to manipulate 
simple thoughts instead of complex things — this 
can be pretty handy, but it is also pretty different 
from “knowing the world.” 

Because thoughts are infinite and can become 
quite immersive, while desires burn like fire and 
attachments arise like bubbles on the surface of a 
river, guiding us by the nose as if we were oxen, 
we tend to forget the true nature of words and 
numbers. 


Things are not things, but merely names. 

If things are real, who reached an agreement 
with them so that each thing can only be “one 
thing”? 

Did anyone explain to rabbits that “one plus 
one” must result in only two? 

You add a match on fire to a piece of paper, 
you end up with a pile of ashes, a strong scent and 
great freedom. 


Despite limited and ordinary interpretations 
of such statements, Zen is not “anti-intellectual.” 
It simply denounces the subordination of human 
experience to the selfish perspective of the human 
intellect. 

It rejects the search for “reality” and “human 
nature” in explanations and theoretical models; 
structures made of language, created in human 
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thought and by thoughts elevated to “laws”. 
But thoughts exist inside reality, it is not that 
reality exists inside of thoughts. 


By criticizing the human intellect and point- 
ing to its dangers, we are not suggesting people 
should abandon things like vaccines, comforts and 
research — but just arguing these achievements do 
not relate to “understanding” the universe, life, or 
reality. 

Technology is the product of trial-and-error 
experiments, motivated by worldly interests that 
eventually decay. Instrumental rationality. White 
Mythology. Not enough. 


The ancient Egyptians also created advanced 
works of engineering. 

Was it not because they believed in a lot of 
nonsense, far apart from reality and stranger to 
real human satisfaction, that they produced so 
much suffering and sacrifice materialized in large, 
macabre, and useless buildings? 

Did they mistake the knowledge to build great 
complicated things for wisdom? Which salvation 
did it bring them? How many tragedies? 


If we could tell people in Ancient Egypt that 
the future would bring electric lights, freezers, 
satellites, mechanical mounts, rockets, vaccines, 
and microscopes, they would probably imagine 
some sort of paradise. 

How foolish! 

Such artificial ignorant contraptions brought 
no paradise. So maybe the people in Ancient Egypt 
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could be excused for their dreams about human 
salvation and satisfaction being achieved through 
technology, due to the short scope of their skill, 
but nowadays such dreams are crazy. 

What is missing? Smaller phones? Bigger TVs 
and more destructive bombs? More pollution? 
More inequality? 


As Adorno has famously said: 

“There is no history leading from savagery to 
humanitarianism, but there is one leading from 
the slingshot to the megaton bomb.” 


Zhuangzi says: 

“The intellectuals are the sharp weapons of 
the world and should not be placed in a position 
where others can use them.” 


Yet, what is the history of our philosophers 
and thinkers and so called “great minds”? 


When Plato mocked Diogenes for washing his 
own vegetables, saying that if he knew how to 
court the king he wouldn't need to wash them, 
Diogenes said: 

“If you could wash your own vegetables, you 
wouldn’t need to court tyrants.” 


The scholarly monks from the Church stood 
beside the kings in Europe. 

Chinese philosophers were war strategists. 

Even now, scientists and their technology are 
the right arm of the market, power and war. 

It is very rare that an intellectual in any era 


171 


will perceive this relationship or assume their re- 
sponsibility. 

Yet more than two thousand years ago, 
Zhuangzi had already noticed that the carriages 
of the “wise” marked a long trail up to the front 
gates of the feudal lords. 

“Having brilliant ideas” and “building things” 
does not equal “understanding reality,” or “being 
wise,” but actually “interfering in Nature while 
seeking limited and temporary advantage at the 
expense of just about anything.” 


It is possible and even common for humans to 
create impressive mechanisms that will poison 
their own soup. 

Have you heard of Perillos, Phalaris, and the 
Bronze Bull? 

This is how the story goes: 

A “creative genius” devised a sophisticated 
torture device, meant to please a sadistic tyrant. 

However, the tyrant was eager to experiment 
with his new toy and its creator became also its 
first victim. This is a good illustration, but surely 
not the only one. 


A rarer example can be found in Santos 
Dumont, creator of the airplane. 

Seeing how they made use of his creation in 
the war, utterly depressed he hanged himself with 
his tie in a hotel bathroom. 


Einstein, on the other hand, is responsible for 
the greatest tragedy in human history, but proud 
and loved by people. 
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His letter to Roosevelt wasn’t even an isolated 
mistake, but one among many symptoms of his 
selfish, perverted and catastrophic intelligence. 
Have you read his letter to his wife? 


I will also mention Harry Harlow as another 
example of too much intelligence and no wisdom, 
of too much logic and no logic, but I don’t really 
want to say anything about him. Maybe I can do it 
if I ever write a book about demons. 


“Ignorance is bliss...” 
What to say about the “wisdom” of the “wise” 
who cry nonsense like this? 


When you apply enough heat to the water, it 
boils. 

Whether you believe that a demon, or Harry 
Harlow moves from the fire to water and disturbs 
it with evil bubbles, or if you’d rather model your 
explanation as some kind of “molecular dynamic 
stimulation,” in the end all we really know for 
sure is that water boils. Preferred explanations, 
however on point, can be no more than human 
yapping on the subject. 

Of course one explanation can be more fruitful 
than the other, when we manipulate the uses and 
consequences of boiling water. Yet fundamentally, 
both are only maps drawn in human thought; not 
things themselves, nor an understanding about 
reality. 


A map can be known in full, apart from the 
territory. 
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A map can hinder your understanding of the 
territory, when reality contradicts the paper. 

The paper is subordinate to the territory and 
not the other way around. 

The paper must conform to the territory and 
not the territory to the paper. 


Subordinated to instrumental rationality, a 
person will bring water to boil over the fire and 
claim: 

“T have ‘made’ this boiling! Because of an idea 
I have called ‘molecular dynamic stimulation,’ the 
water boils!” 

But does water know about the human ideas 
we have called “molecular dynamic stimulation”? 
What about the previous, outdated explanations? 
And how about future explanations, always liable 
to make the current ones outdated? 


Water was already boiling out there in the 
world, long before people made “reasons” for it. 

The truth is that, by nature, water simply 
boils. 

“Molecular dynamic stimulation” could never 
bring anything to a boiling point. 

How could anyone “explain” or “think” water 
into boiling? 

How could anyone “make” the water boil, if 
boiling were not the nature of water? 


Coming up with names and conventions about 
boiling water has nothing to do with grasping the 
nature of water. 

It is simply observing how water reacts in a 
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given situation, and describing it in detail with 
language, like painters use brushes to describe 
what they see. 


A doctor performs a delivery and claims: 

“I have made a child, because I helped it come 
out! I understand the ‘reality’ of a child, because I 
have weighed it on a scale!” 

Children were born and water was boiling 
way before science, but this is how scientists talk 
today. 


If we can apply to a person the concept of 
“one,” because it makes sense in a certain context 
of conventions agreed upon linguistically, much 
more authority should be given to the claim that 
mountains travel on water, because that is the 
very reality of your life and you can experience it. 


The universe surpasses human language, just 
as it surpasses human vision, smell, hearing, the 
scent of flowers, the weight of stones, the path of 
waters, and everything else that arises within the 
universe. 

And yet, every tiny particle of the universe is 
a legitimate part of the universe and represents it 
completely. 


“Nothing is lost, nothing is created, everything 
is transformed.” Did anyone miss this memo? 
Does anyone truly understand it? Who perceives 
in that sentence the reality of their own existence, 
their own life? 
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Wise people need not reject their intelligence, 
but they should carefully question this story of 
“1+1=2", 

If they can deeply grasp this problem, all 
mountains will naturally flow, as they walk and 
moonwalk over the water. 
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Fudaishi 


Empty-handed, I have the shovel in hand. 
Walking on foot, I am riding an ox. 

I cross the bridge over the water, 

The bridge is flowing instead of the water. 
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DETAIL FROM “FROLICKING FIGURES AND ANIMALS” 
KAWANABE Kyosal - JAPAN (19TH CENTURY) 
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The sword that kills and gives life 


Nansen told the assembly: 

“I know nothing about the existence of the 
some many buddhas catalogued in the Three 
Realms [of form, desire, and emptiness,] but I can 
personally testify to the existence of white dogs 
and oxen.” 


Commentary: 


Being a great and admirable teacher of our 
school, Nansen acts spontaneously. 

In a single stroke, he is capable of killing and 
giving life. 

In one action, he knows how to roll inside and 
outside at the same time. 


If you want to know the body of reality, do not 
resort to ideas and descriptions. 

The truth is not sought in the buddhas of the 
past, present, or future. It is essential that you 
see it for yourself. 


What is here now? Don’t you see it? 
Every grain of food on the plate has flavour. 
Every drop of water in the fountain is wet. 


Poem: 


I don’t know much about 
History or philosophy. 

I only know of this fresh wind 
Entering my sleeves. 
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Zhuangzi: Horse hooves 


The hooves of a horse can cut through frost 
and snow. 

The horse’s coat protects it from the wind and 
cold. 

A horse will eat grass, drink water from the 
stream, raise its legs and run around. 

This is the nature of a horse. 

If horses had fancy balconies and luxurious 
quarters, they wouldn’t know what to do with 
them. 


But here comes Bo Luo [his name is said to be 
the origin for the word “polo,” the ball game played 
on horseback] promising: 

“I am good at handling horses!” 


So convinced, he starts branding the animals 
with a hot iron, shearing them, trimming them, 
discriminating amongst them, restraining them 
with reins and bits, tying them in stables and 
stakes... When we get to this point, about two or 
three horses out of every ten have already died. 

Does the “horse expert” notice this? Of course 
not! He “improves” his method by leaving the 
horses hungry and thirsty from training, forcing 
them to run, to parade, to be pushed in line and 
arranged in formations... 

In the front, horses are oppressed by rein and 
bit; in the back, there is the terror of whip and 
spurs. When we get to this point, more than half 
of the horses have already died. 
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Such are the mistakes we observe among the 
powerful. 

In my opinion, someone who were truly good 
at handling power would never go around doing 
this kind of nonsense. 


Human beings have their original nature. 

Neither are we isolated in this condition, nor 
are we a cog in a machine. 

This is what we call “Heavenly Emancipation.” 

But here comes the sage, fawning on people 
and blackmailing them with benevolent words; 
seducing and condemning them in the name of 
righteousness. 

For the first time, the world experiences 
doubt. 

There goes the sage, flaunting complicated 
theories and imposing them on others; scoffing at 
those who did not study them. They come cutting 
and sewing with rites and ceremonies. 

For the first time, the world is divided. 


If the uncarved natural essence has not been 
defiled, where did these sacrificial altars come 
from? 

If the white jade were not shattered, then 
where would sceptres and crowns have come from? 

If the Way and its virtue were not rejected, 
how could people burden other people with their 
benevolence and righteousness? 

If our true nature is not abandoned, what use 
could we have for all the complicated theories and 
ceremonial rules the sages weave like reins, to 
control people like horses? 
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To defile the uncarved natural essence, creat- 
ing utensils: this is the crime of the artisan. 

To abolish the Way and its virtues from peo- 
ple’s hearts, confusing them with benevolence and 
righteousness: this is the crime of the sages. 


When horses live freely on the plains, they eat 
grass and drink water from the stream. Satisfied, 
they intertwine their necks and rub against each 
other. Angry, they turn their backs and kick. Every 
horse knows how to do this. 

It is when you oppress them with harnesses 
and saddles; when you line them up in bars and 
stakes, that they learn to pull out the stakes, to 
break the harnesses and bite the reins. This is 
how the horses learn to practice the worst kinds of 
mischief. This is the crime of the horse breeder. 


Before the Three Dynasties, in the times of 
Hexu, people stayed at home without knowing 
what they were doing. They wandered around 
without knowing where they were going. 

With mouths stuffed with food, they were 
playful. Drumming on their own bellies, they 
passed the time. That’s all they knew how to do. 


But here come sages, with their bowing and 
kneeling, their ceremonies and theories meant to 
regulate the external form of human relations. In 
their thoughts, that would reform the world. 

Here come sages, dangling so many carrots of 
benevolence and righteousness in front of people’s 
noses, believing this would comfort their hearts. 
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For the first time, people learned to sneak 
around corners and covet knowledge. 

For the first time, people learned how to fight 
to the death, seeking gain. No one could stop them 
anymore. Again, this is the crime of the sages. 
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Enlightened semiotics 


A monk asked Doken: 

“Is it true you once said a person preaching 
words is extraordinary among the sages?” 

Doken confirmed that it was true. 

The monk challenged: 

“But Buddha Shakyamuni claimed never to 
have preached any words! He was only pointing to 
the sky and to the earth.” 

Doken replied: 

“T would say he was a person preaching words, 
because he pointed to the sky and to the earth.” 


Commentary: 


The great master Bodhidharma said: 
“Zen is a special kind of transmission outside 
the scriptures, unrelated to words and symbols.” 


The great master Doken said: 
“A person preaching words is extraordinary 
among the sages.” 


Confused by such a dilemma, this monk tries 
to clarify the matter. 

He is not yet aware that both expression and 
activity are a single reality. 


Sutras, koans, words, silence, the cry of a 
baby, shapes, colours gestures, actions, the sound 
of the streams in the valleys and the outline of the 
mountains are all expressions of Buddha Nature 
and Absolute Emptiness. [Just like all the images 
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on TV are expressions of a single black screen. ] 


Doken claims Shakyamuni preached words, 
because he pointed to the sky and to the earth. 

I say even inanimate objects are preaching 
words. 

Mountains and waters continually manifest 
the words of ancient Buddhas. 


In close examination, we can see that every 
phenomena in the universe — whether visible or 
invisible, audible or inaudible, tangible or not, 
conscious or unconscious — continuously expresses 
the truth of the universe. 


Do you hear? Do you see? 


Take some advice from Master Tozan, and “see 
with the ears; listen with the eyes.” Only then will 
you comprehend the unspeakable reality of the 
world. 


Poem: 


The silent lake 

Opens a Way. 

Not even Shakyamuni “understood.” 
How to communicate it to others? 
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Blank answer 


The layman Pang challenged Baso: 

“Which is the principle these words illustrate: 
‘Water has no bones, but it can support several 
fleets.” 

Baso said: 

“This principle you were trying to illustrate is 
empty and not even water can get in, so what is 
the point of speaking about bones or fleets?” 
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Mind is Buddha 


Daibai asked Baso: 
“What is Buddha?” 
Baso replied: 

“Mind is Buddha.” 


Commentary: 


Anybody who can understand this completely 
will be wearing Buddha’s clothes, eating Buddha’s 
food, speaking Buddha’s words, and behaving like 
Buddha — they are Buddha. 

However, this anecdote has infected several 
disciples with the disease of formality. 

If someone truly comprehends this, they will 
wash their mouth with soap for three days after 
uttering the word Buddha. 

They will plug their ears and run away upon 
hearing “the mind is Buddha.” 


Verses: 


Under the blue sky, 
Bathed in sunlight, 
There is no need to seek the light. 


To ask what is Buddha 
Is like having the stolen goods in your pocket 
And shouting that you are innocent. 
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Indiscreet 


Nansen said: 
“The mind is not Buddha. Learning is not the 
Way.” 


Commentary: 


Nansen was becoming senile and forgets to 
feel ashamed. He opened his filthy foul-smelling 
mouth so wide, the family scandals were exposed. 

And yet, few can appreciate his kindness. 


Poem: 
When the sky is clear, the sun appears. 
When the earth calls, the rain comes. 


He opened his mouth wide and shouted, 
But preaching to pigs and fish was useless. 
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Zhuangzi: Kicking open the chest 


Trying to prevent thieves from kicking open 
your chests, rummaging through your bags and 
looking at the contents of your cases, you securely 
lock the chests, stack the cases, attach the bags 
and bundle everything tightly together with a 
rope. 

This is what ordinary people and the people 
they call sages recognize as “wisdom”. 


However, eventually a strong thief comes 
along, shoulders your package and makes off with 
everything at once. 

The thief’s only fear is that your job was poor- 
ly done; that the ropes are not strong enough, or 
properly tied. 

The thief’s only complaint is that you took too 
long to arrange it, so that he was unable to take it 
away sooner. 

In this illustration, we notice that people 
called sages were actually facilitating the work of 
a strong thief. 


Allow me to clarify: 

What ordinary people call wisdom is nothing 
more than stacking things together to favour a 
strong thief. 

What ordinary people call sages are nothing 
more than watchdogs protecting strong thieves. 


What justifies my saying this? 
Well, we all know that in ancient times there 
was the province of Qi. People were peaceful and 
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neighbouring territories were so close, they could 
hear each other’s roosters and dogs. 

There were demarcated areas for hunting, 
fishing, and agriculture. Temples and altars were 
built. 

Throughout the territory, recommendations 
and guidance from the sages prevailed. Everything 
was organized according to their doctrines. 

Despite all their wisdom, Viscount Tian Cheng 
murdered the ruler of that province and seized 
power overnight. 


The territory was surely stolen, but not only 
the territory. 

Along with it, he also stole all the rules and 
institutions devised by the sages; all the means of 
production and community control that the sages 
stacked and piled, tying it all together for a strong 
thief to come and take it. 


In possession of such treasure, despite being 
branded with the reputation of a thief, Tian 
Cheng’s body rested as comfortably and protected 
as that of a Yao or a Shun [considered great and 
beloved kings]. 

The laws and treaties meant to favour and 
protect the philosopher-king were now used to 
protect and favour a murderer-thief. 

Being governed by similar methods and laws 
devised by the wisdom of sages, smaller provinces 
would not dare to challenge him; larger provinces 
would not bother themselves with an attack. 

Thus, several generations of a thief’s family 
ruled the province of Qi. 
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Is this not a case where a thief seized a terri- 
tory, together with its laws and institutions, which 
were used to favour and to protect the thief? 


Allow me to break it down even further: 

What ordinary people call “virtue of progress 
by wisdom” is nothing more than stacking things 
and tying them together to favour a strong thief. 

What ordinary people call saints and sages 
are nothing more than watchdogs protecting 
strong thieves. 


What kind of evidence do I have to support 
this claim? 

Well, how about considering what happens to 
those “failed sages” who preach some “wisdom” 
that hinders or contradicts the thieves? 


In ancient times, Guan Longfeng was cut 
down, Bi Gan was disembowelled, Chang Hong 
was torn apart and Wu Zixu was forced to commit 
suicide. 

Considering this kind of sages, how many can 
escape destruction? 

Who are the sages being awarded medals and 
important posts in the government right now? 


The greatest villain in recent history, Zhi the 
Outlaw, at one point was questioned by one of his 
henchmen: 

“Sages are always talking about the virtue of 
this and the virtue of that... Do thieves also have 
any virtues?” 

Zhi said: 
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“How could we ever get by without any virtue? 
Doing a fair estimate of how much each room 
hides is the virtue of knowledge. Being the first 
one to go in is the virtue of bravery. Being the last 
one to go out is the virtue of righteousness. Judging 
whether a given work can or cannot be done is the 
virtue of wisdom. Dividing the loot in equal parts 
is the virtue of benevolence. A great thief could 
never lack any of these virtues!” 

Thus, we notice that both a good citizen and 
Zhi the Outlaw will resort to the same virtues 
preached by saints and sages to stand out in their 
activities. 

Good people are few, and bad people are many. 
Therefore, we see that sages bring few benefits 
and many problems. 


This is what we call “The lips go away, the 
teeth feel the cold,” or “Push the lever down and it 
will lift.” 


When the world recognizes a sage, strong 
thieves approach. 

Shoo away the sages; criminals and thieves 
disappear. 

Finally, a good administration is possible. 


When the streams dry up, the valley becomes 
empty. 

When the water descends from the hills, the 
valley overflows with life. 

When there are no sages, strong thieves quit 
their bullying. The world becomes peaceful and 
uncomplicated. 
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Whenever sages appear, strong thieves will 
always emerge. 

And if you try to gather more sages, or giving 
more power to the sages in hopes of organizing the 
world, you will be stacking more baggage for Zhi 
the Outlaw to steal. 


Create inches and pounds so that people can 
compare, and they will covet by inches and pounds. 

Create rulers and scales so that people can 
measure, and they will steal with rulers and 
scales. 

Create signatures and stamps to ensure trust 
in their contracts, and people will cheat with their 
signatures and stamps. 

Create both benevolence and righteousness to 
reform the people, and they will corrupt others 
with benevolence and righteousness. 


How can I support this claim? 

People who steal a belt buckle are sentenced 
to death, but those who steal a province are made 
feudal lords. 

We all know that the harbingers of wisdom, 
benevolence, and righteousness can be found right 
at the gates of the feudal lords. 

Is this not proof enough that the benevolence, 
righteousness and wisdom of the sages are up for 
grabs? 


So people are racing in the footsteps of a thief, 
aspiring to the position of a feudal lord, cheating 
each other with benevolence and righteousness, 
while trying to take for themselves all the profit 
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from the inches and pounds, rulers and scales, 
signatures and stamps. 

Even if you try to bring them all back with 
honours and rewards, you can no longer dissuade 
them. Even if you should threaten them with the 
executioner’s axe, you cannot stop them anymore. 


All these chests being stuffed with treasures, 
until nothing could hold back Zhi the Outlaw — all 
of this is the sage’s fault. 


The saying goes: 

Fish are not meant to leave the water. Sharp 
weapons of a nation are not meant to be aimed at 
the people.” 


Sages are the sharp weapons of the world and 
should not be placed in a position where others 
can use them. 


Reject wisdom, throw sapience away and 
strong thieves disappear. 

Break the jade, crush the pearls and merce- 
naries stop emerging. 

Burn signatures, shatter stamps and people 
become simple and innocent. 

Disconnect the scale, break the ruler in two 
and people stop competing. 

Burn the laws that sages created for the world, 
and finally, you can have a reasonable conversa- 
tion with others. 


Those who are popularly considered great 
teachers and masterminds are in fact pursuing 
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external virtues, telling themselves they have 
succeeded when others are pleased and that they 
failed when nobody applauds. 

Attached to this fraud of seeking realization 
outside themselves, they blinded and confused the 
world. 

Their method is useless. 


Could it be that, across the entire world, you 
are the only one unfamiliar with the times of 
Perfect Virtue? 

The times of Yong Cheng, Da Ting, Bo Huang, 
Zhong Yang, Li Lu, Li Xu, Xian Yuan, He Xu, Zun 
Lu, Zhu Rong, Fu Xi, and Shennong. 

The times when people used to tie knots in a 
rope, instead of writing. 

Times when people relished their simple food, 
enjoyed their rustic clothes, found wonder in their 
unrefined customs and were happy inside their 
humble homes. 

Even though neighbouring cities were so close 
that one could hear a dog barking or a rooster 
crowing in the other, the people aged and died 
without crossing their own borders. 

In times like those, there was nothing but the 
most perfect order. 


But then something happened; it made people 
stretch their necks and widen their eyes: 


“A very virtuous person has appeared here or 
there!” 


Gathering provisions for the journey, they 
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rush off. 
At home, they forsake their parents. 
In their village, they neglect community work. 
Their footsteps trace an uninterrupted trail 
throughout history, up to the gates of feudal lords. 
The wheels of their carriages leave a very long 
mark. 


To this day, powerful people still covet and 
validate the superficial form of wisdom they can 
steal. 

As long as powerful people covet wisdom and 
live apart from the Way, the world will experience 
great confusion. 


On what grounds can I make this statement? 

Wisdom empowers humans to create bows, ar- 
rows, slingshots, and similar tools. When this 
happens, birds are confused and flee to the sky. 

Wisdom empowers humans to create hooks, 
baits, harpoons, and fishing nets. When this hap- 
pens, fish are confused and flee to the depths of 
the water. 

Wisdom empowers humans to create nets, 
traps, cages, and enclosures. When this happens, 
beasts are confused and flee to the swamp. 

Rhetorical verbosity empowers humans to 
create lies and poisoned ambiguities; to create the 
labyrinths of being and not-being; the infected 
complexities of same and other, bewildering the 
understanding of common folk. 


This is why I claim the world is tarnished and 
darkened by great clouds of confusion. The origin 
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of these problems lies in the greed for wisdom. 


People of the world know enough to pursue 
what they still do not know, but nobody seems to 
know enough to pursue what they already know. 

People of the world know enough to condemn 
what displeases them, but nobody seems to know 
enough to condemn what pleases them. 


At the top, such great confusion can distort 
the light of the sun and the moon. At the bottom, 
it can weaken the vigour of hills and streams. In 
between, it can disturb the very balance amongst 
the seasons. 

Even buzzing and crawling insects, flying and 
gliding creatures have lost their original nature, 
so great is the confusion that coveting wisdom 
casts upon the world. 


From the Three Dynasties until the present, 
this is all we have seen. A growing disdain for pure 
and rustic people, and a frenzy of excitement for 
obsessive noisy flatterers. A progressive disregard 
for the crystal-clear clarity of idle inaction, and 
hysterical delight for indulging in the push and 
pull of pompous ideas. 

Such push and pull has already confused the 
world for far too long. 
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Hotei points at the moon 


A lifetime of poverty, 
With riches beyond the imagination. 


Pointing at the moon. 
Looking at the moon. 
Just an old guest 
Following the Way. 
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“HOTEI POINTING AT THE MOON” 
Fucal Eku - JAPAN (1650) 
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Explaining non-explanation 


The Perfect Way leads nowhere; 
It abides nowhere. 


Try grasping it; 
It slips ten miles away. 


“This is illusion; this is enlightenment,” 
Also does not come close. 


You can trace theories; 
You can divide yourself 
In ideas of being and non-being... 


But chattering away 
About the Middle Way, 
It 1s easy to go astray. 


I will keep my wondrous experiences 
To myself. 


Try to speak strictly 
About enlightenment, 
And your words 

Will self-destruct. 
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The enlightenment of Rinzai 


Rinzai spent three years practicing at the 
monastery led by Master Obaku without asking 
any questions about Zen. 

One of the senior monks noticed something 
special in the young man and advised him: 

“You should go to the master and ask what is 
the fundamental meaning of Buddha’s Dharma.” 

Rinzai consulted Obaku, but before the young 
man could finish his question, the master struck 
him. 

Three times Rinzai repeated the question, and 
three times Obaku struck him. 


Rinzai went to the veteran who had advised 
him and said: 

“You kindly suggested that I ask the master a 
question, but he only struck me. I feel ashamed as 
there is clearly something that blocks me from un- 
derstanding his profound teachings. I think it is 
best if I leave.” 

The veteran said: 

“If you are leaving, I think it is better to bid 
farewell to the master.” 

After advising the young man in this manner, 
the veteran hurried to Obaku and said: 

“Despite being immature, this young man who 
asked you about the Dharma has a lot of poten- 
tial. When he comes to bid farewell, please try to 
guide him with special skill. In the future, he will 
turn into a massive tree casting its protective 
shadow over the world.” 
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Rinzai bid farewell to Obaku, who said: 

“If you are leaving, then go straight to the her- 
mit Hui Hong.” 

Rinzai visited Hui Hong, who asked him: 

“Where do you come from?” 

“From Master Obaku.” 

“And what did old Obaku have to say?” 

Rinzai said: 

“Three times I asked what the exact meaning 
of Buddha’s Dharma was, and three times he 
struck me. I can’t even realize my mistake.” 

Hui Hong laughed and said: 

“But he cared for you like a grandmother! He 
genuinely tried to show you, creating a trail of fire 
that would divert you from your doubts and point 
directly to the entrance of the Way. Why are you 
wondering about making a mistake, as if he was 
punishing you?” 

Rinzai experienced deep immediate enlight- 
enment and said: 

“In the end, I see this Dharma of Obaku is not 
really a bid deal...” 

The hermit pushed him and said: 

“You piece of shit little demon! Not a minute 
has passed since you were wondering about your 
mistakes! Suddenly, it’s not a big deal? Then how 
do you understand the Dharma? Answer quickly!” 

Rinzai gave the hermit three punches. 

The old man laughed and said: 

“Your master is Obaku. Why are you still 
here?” 


Rinzai returned to the monastery and bowed 
in front of the master, who said: 
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“You leave... You come back... Is there no end 
to 1t?” 

Rinzai said: 

“T only came back because your grandmother- 
ly love is so profound.” 

“And where did you go?” 

“Where you told me to.” 

“And what did Hui Hong say?” 

After Rinzai recounted the events, Obaku 
sald: 

“When that old chatterbox shows up here, I’m 
going to kick his ass!” 

Rinzai said: 

“Why wait?” 

Immediately, he struck the master. 

Obaku said: 

“You crazy monk! You're pulling the tiger’s 
whiskers!” 

Rinzai shouted. 

Obaku said to the seniors: 

“Arrange a place in the meditation hall for 
this madman.” 
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Realize immediately 


Shoshin was accepted as a disciple by Master 
Dogo, but after joining the monastery he received 
no formal instruction from his teacher. 

The novice diligently performed his temple 
duties, but always eager for a lesson that never 
came. 

When frustration became unbearable, Shoshin 
confronted Master Dogo: 

“It has been a long time since I came here, but 
you have not spoken to me a single word about the 
essence of Zen!” 

The master, very surprised, replied: 

“Nonsense! Since the day you arrived, I have 
offered constant lessons on the fundamentals of 
Zen.” 

“And what lessons were those, exactly?” 

“Well, when you bring me a cup of tea, I accept 
it. When you prepare my meal, I eat it. When you 
bow before me, I acknowledge it by nodding my 
head... In what other way did you expect to be in- 
structed in the mental discipline of Zen?” 


Shoushin’s eyes lost focus, as he immersed 
himself in thoughts. 

The master rebuked him: 

“If you want to learn Zen, realize immediately. 
When you start to think, you miss the target.” 
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The broom and the bamboo 


Kyogen Chikan had the reputation of being a 
monk who favoured scholarly pursuits and who 
was very proud of his impressive memory. 

When he was studying Zen at Isan Reiyu’s 
monastery on Mount Gui, Master Isan challenged 
him: 

“You are always repeating wise and cultured 
words, but they were merely memorized from the 
classics. Without resorting to any scripture or 
commentary, what could you tell me about that 
time in your childhood when you couldn’t even 
distinguish left from right?” 

Kyogen offered a variety of very complicated 
explanations, but failed to receive the master’s 
approval. 


The scholar secluded himself among the books 
he collected, but as time went by he remained in 
the dark. 

Eventually, somewhat embarrassed, he set 
fire to the books and said: 

“A picture of a rice cake cannot satisfy hunger. 
I am a useless person, who lacks the necessary 
talent to understand the Buddha’s teaching in 
this incarnation. Presently, I should at least be 
useful in the monastery if I can prepare the food 
for my brothers.” 

Thus, he worked as the monastery’s cook for 
two years before consulting with Isan once more: 

“T have finally freed myself from the obsessive 
differentiations that used to haunt me, master, 
but now I am blocked. Could you give me a word?” 
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Isan said: 

“It wouldn't be difficult to explain it to you, 
but if I did, I fear in the future you would resent 
me for it.” 


Visiting the grave of the “National Teacher” 
Zhong on Mount Wudang, and noticing it was 
dirty and neglected, Kyogen built a hut nearby 
and started living there as a keeper. To enjoy some 
company, he planted bamboo. 

One day, while sweeping the tomb, a small 
stone was thrown by the broom and hit a bamboo, 
producing an unexpected noise that led Kyogen to 
experience complete enlightenment. 

He bathed, put on his ceremonial clothes and 
offered incense, bowing towards Mount Gui: 

“If you had explained it to me, master, today’s 
experience could not have happened. I see that 
your affection for me was greater than that of my 
parents!” 


At that time, he wrote a poem: 


Sweeping crumbles knowledge; 
No more need I rely on cultivation. 


I follow the Way of ancient buddhas, 
Never drowning in doubts. 


Virtue surpassing sound and form; 
It leaves no trace. 


Those who reach the Boundless Way, 
Each has the best explanation. 


206 


This poem reached Isan on Mount Gui. 
He said: 
“That one has crossed over.” 


Commentary: 


The ancient buddhas did not transmit a single 
word. Isan’s Dharma is directly transmitted, like 
one candle lighting another. So do not cling to 
brooms, stones, or bamboo. 

You cannot see, hear, or know. 

Because the Way encompasses everything, 
there is no communication. 

If you can traverse the forest of vines and 
brambles, abandoning all forms of attachment, 
you will discover that peace accompanies you 
everywhere. 


Poem: 

Hearing 

With body and mind, 
Complete. 

Seeing 

With body and mind, 
Complete. 


This is how we know 
Intimacy. 
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From yet another interesting preface 


I grew up listening to the Buddhist principles 
and freed myself from the cage of complications 
when I was still young. For almost 30 years after 
that, I also journeyed from master to master, in 
order to meet them. 

Zen schools are quite numerous, especially in 
the southern region of the country. And yet, it is 
rare to meet people who achieved realization. 


The ineffable understanding of the Buddhist 
essence is indeed instantaneous and immediate, 
but its deepening is gradual. 


We know that different schools have different 
methods, but considering that they all seek the 
benefit of people, their ultimate goal is the same. 
Without familiarity with the various doctrines of 
the Teaching, it becomes more difficult to cross 
the barrier of discrimination and subjectivity. 

If you interpret the right words the wrong 
way, allowing for inconsistencies and perverting 
key points, it will cause great confusion to future 
generations and throw them into a vicious cycle. 


The obstructions arising from an intellectual 
approach to pursuing satisfaction only grow 
stronger. Because of this, intellectual deepening 
is useless. 

I have already investigated the matter, and it 
is quite profound. I have also tried to discard it, 
but there is still a bit left. 
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Living in silence, 

I am always shouting. 

Living with no taboos, 

I obstinately adhere to certain principles. 
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From the Song of Enlightenment 


I have crossed oceans and rivers, 
I have climbed mountains, 

I have lost myself in the forests; 
To talk with the masters, 

To learn about the Truth, 

To meditate. 


Now, I live alone 
In my humble mountain hut. 


The rocks are large. 
Long shadows follow the trees. 
I practice zazen under an old pine. 


Perfect tranquillity 
And rustic simplicity 
Are the emperors around here. 


Not clinging unilaterally to emptiness: 
That is the dwelling of all buddhas, 
The mark of a true monk. 


With unbreakable determination, 
Any doubts along the way 
Will be clarified by the Way. 


Who doesn’t have thoughts? 
Who hasn’t been born? 
When birth is abandoned, 
Non-birth is forgotten. 
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Even amidst the green hills 


Do not envy my life, 
Far from the world of people. 
If you are satisfied, 
You will naturally find peace. 


Remember that even amidst the green hills, 


The wolves and tigers of the mind 
Also lurk. 
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Why? 


On my way to beg in the city, 
I met an old sage on the road. 
He asked me: 


“Master, why do you live in the mountains, 
Alone and isolated among the clouds?” 


“And what about you?” I replied, 
“Why do you live in the city, 
In the midst of the world’s red dust?” 


We both opened our mouths to answer 
But remained in silence, 

Until the bell of a nearby temple 
Awakened us from a dream. 
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Days in the capital 


Last spring, 
When the birds were singing, 
I longed for my brothers and relatives. 


This year, 

As the autumn chrysanthemums bloom, 
I recall the time when I too was young; 
When green waters murmured 

In a thousand rivers 

And yellow clouds filled the sky. 


Alas, of all the hundred years of my life, 


Why must I remember with such longing 
Those days in the capital? 
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Guo Xiang 


Joy and sadness are related to loss and gain. 

Those who deeply understand the world, 
achieving harmony with its transformations, will 
content themselves with whatever times bring. 

Such a person follows the natural flow of the 
world, regardless of circumstance. 

They intuitively find unity with the universe; 
they will be who they are, always and wherever 
they may be. 


How could loss and gain, or even life and death 
intrude upon this? 


In this way, it is by letting whatever we have 
received from nature to follow its spontaneous 
course, that our subordination to joy or sadness 
disappears. 


214 


Samurai university 


Legendary swordsman Bokuden had three 
sons, who naturally received military training 
from him. 

To test their skill on the way of the sword, 
Bokuden placed a small cushion over the sliding 
door to his room, arranged in such a way that it 
would fall on people coming in. 


First, he summoned his eldest son, Hikoshiro. 
But just as the young man started to move the 
door, he noticed something was wrong. Carefully 
feeling through the small opening he had created, 
he found the cushion and removed it before enter- 
ing his father’s room. When he left, he placed it 
back where he had found it. 


Then Bokuden called his middle son, Hikogoro. 
The young man passed through the door normally, 
knocking the cushion down. However, before it 
could hit him, he caught the object in mid-air and 
returned it to its original place. 


Finally, Bokuden asked for his youngest son, 
Hikoroku, and the cushion hit him squarely on 
the head. Next, even before the cushion could 
touch the ground, the young man had split it in 
half with his sword. 


After this mysterious assessment, Bokuden 
summoned all his sons and said to the eldest: 

“You are a source of pride for our house and 
have already mastered the way of my school.” 
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To the middle son he said: 

“Keep practicing.” 

To the youngest son he said: 

“You are a disgrace to our family and need to 
reconsider your manners carefully.” 


The young man kept his silence, but he was 
visibly upset as he thought himself worthy of 
praise for the speed of his reaction. 

Bokuden said: 

“Before you were born, I had a student who 
was very quick to react. Worldly people used to 
praise him for it. Once, as he strolled through the 
village market, he got too close to an agitated 
horse and the animal threw a mighty kick; but the 
boy was so agile that he managed to dodge it. 
People in the market were so impressed by his 
fast reaction, some of them even clapped. The boy 
too was quite impressed with himself and bragged 
about the incident in my presence. I told him that 
he was no longer welcome at our school and that I 
never wanted to see him again.” 

The eldest son nodded in agreement. 

The second son was confused, but said noth- 
ing. 
The third one exploded: 

“But why would you banish a student with 
such a skill?” 

The father said: 

“That is exactly what he asked me. You are 
both too immature to understand the principles of 
my school. A person who is unable to sense danger 
and can only react to it; such a person should not 
be wielding a sword. People with any actual skill 
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worth praising in swordsmanship would never 
carelessly approach a restless horse.” 
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Ryokan Station 


A drizzle of early spring steadily falls, 
But the blooming of flowers 
Has not yet come to cheer the world. 


All morning, I sit close to the fire. 
No one to talk to. 

I fetch my brush 

And scribble a couple of poems. 


Keep your heart clean and clear, 
And you will always be free. 


When a single thought is stirred, 

It creates infinite distractions. 

Let Ten Thousand Things captivate you, 
And you will stray from the Way. 


How painful it is to see people 
Entangled hopelessly in themselves. 


In the midst of ten thousand trees, 
Cutting through the misty valley, 
Hidden among a thousand peaks, 
There is a trail for one. 


Autumn has not yet arrived, 
But the leaves are already falling. 
Still not a lot of rain, 
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But already the stones are glistening. 


Carrying a basket, 

I gather some mushrooms; 
From my tattered bowl, 

I drink pure spring water. 


Unless one has intentionally lost their way, 
No one would come this far. 


If someone asks where [| live, 
I reply: 
In the east corner of the Milky Way! 


Like a floating cloud, 

No walls around to surround me, 

I simply let go and surrender myself 
To the whims of the wind. 


I have returned to Itoigawa, my hometown. 
Being sick, I rest in an inn, 

Listening to the sound of the rain. 

A robe and a bowl are all I have. 

Feeling a little better, I raise my frail body. 

I burn a bit of incense and sit in zazen. 
Throughout the night, a sad rain falls, 

As I indulge in reveries 

From my pilgrimage over the past ten years. 
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Time goes on; 

It is impossible to contain it, 
Or to turn it back. 

Why, then, do thoughts linger, 
After everything else is gone? 


In the land of dreams, 

I have dreamt a lot. 

And when I wake up, 
Loneliness cuts through me. 


Tattered... Tattered... 
Tattered in this life. 


Food? 

I fetch it by the roadside. 
Bushes and weeds 

Have long invaded my hut. 


Often, the moon and I 

Sit together at night. 

More than once, 

I got lost among the flowers 
And forgot how to return home. 


No wonder I have forsaken 
Communal life. 

How could such a mad monk 
Live in a temple? 
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What is this life I lead? 


Wandering freely, 
I entrust my body to destiny. 


Sometimes laughter, 
Sometimes tears. 


Neither a layperson nor a monk; 
A recluse. 


The extravagant beauty of this world 
Does not attract me. 
My best friends are mountains and rivers. 


The clouds swallow my shadow as I walk. 

I sit on a cliff and birds fly over me. 

Wearing straw sandals in the snow, I visit cold 
villages. 


Go as deep as you can in life, 
And you are able to abandon even the flowers. 


Once upon a time, 
I was neighbour to a beautiful young woman. 


She picked blackberries in a distant forest 
And returned home with her fair arms 
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Covered in a thousand gifts of gold and silver. 
She sang with a heart-wrenching voice 
And sparkled with life. 


Young farmers abandoned their ploughs when 
they saw her, 

And many forgot to return home when she 
was around. 


Now, she is a white-haired grandmother, 
Tormented by the pains and discomforts of old 
age. 


Shape, colour, name and desire 
Are transient worldly things 
And should be abandoned. 


What a pity: 

A gentleman in comfortable retirement, 

Composing poetry. 

He writes like the Chinese classics 

And his poems are very elegant, 

So full of fancy words and lines! 

But if you are not writing 

About the things that are close to your heart, 

What is the point in spitting out so many 
words? 
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Good friends and wise teachers: 
Keep them close. 


Power and wealth 
Are disintegrating dreams. 


Wise words spread their perfume 
For many eras. 


My hut lies in the midst of a dense forest. 
Every year, the vines grow longer. 

I have no news of people’s affairs; 

Except for the occasional humming 

Of a woodcutter. 


The sun is shining, 

I sew patches on my clothes. 
When the moon appears, 

I read Buddhist poems. 


Nothing else to declare, my dear friends. 
If you want to discover the truth, 
Stop pursuing so many things. 


If your words are an illusion, 
Everything turns into illusion. 
If your words are real, 
Everything turns into reality. 
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Outside of reality, there are no illusions. 
Outside of illusions, there is no special reality. 


Followers of the Way: 

Why are you so eager, 

Seeking reality in distant places? 
Search for illusion and reality 
Within your own hearts! 


Once again, greedy people appear; 

Not really different from the silkworms in 
their cocoons. 

Wealth and accumulation are all they love! 

Never allowing their bodies and minds a mo- 
ment of rest, 

Every year their nature deteriorates 

While their ambitions grow. 


Any day now, death will come; 

Before they could spend even half of what they 
own. 

Others will gladly receive the inheritance, 

And the name of the deceased is soon lost in 
forgetfulness. 

For such people, nothing but great sorrow. 


How many years have passed 
Since I arrived at this hermitage? 
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Tired, I stretch my legs. 
Feeling well, I walk in the mountains. 


Indifferent 

To the mockery or admiration from worldly 
people, 

I follow my destiny. 


For this body that I received from my parents, 
I have only gratitude. 


The clouds have cleared, and the sky is blue. 
Begging for food with a pure heart 
Is indeed a blessing from paradise. 


I climb the mountain to the Temple of Kannon 
And admire the ocean of clouds and mist. 


Ancestral trees reach toward the sky. 
A fresh breeze whispers across ten thousand 
generations. 


Below, I can see the Dragon King’s Well; 

The water is so pure that you can see where it 
springs from! 

When people pass by, I shout: 

Hey, come see yourself reflected on the water! 
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Close to a temple dedicated 
To the Goddess of Compassion, 
I made a temporary abode. 


Alone, 

But still a close friend 

To a thousand green poems 
Engraved in the foliage. 


Sometimes, 

In the morning, 

I put on my robe 

And go down to the village 
To beg for food. 


Even if a person gets to live for a hundred 
years, 

Their life is just like a floating seaweed 

Drifting at the mercy of the waves; 

Always carried from this side to the other, 

Without a minute of rest. 


Shakyamuni Buddha renounced royalty 

And dedicated his life to prevent others from 
being led to ruin. 

Eighty years on this earth; 

Fifty years spreading the Way 

And gifting us the sutras, 

The eternal legacy. 


Even today, 
The bridge he gave us 
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For crossing to the other shore 
Remains in place. 


Alone in my hut, 
Reading a volume 
With the poems from Cold Mountain. 


It is better than any sutra! 
I memorise its verses 
And scribble them everywhere, 


Savouring each one, 
Again and again. 
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Cold Mountain Station 


Try cooking sand for your dinner. 
After you are thirsty, start digging a well. 


Try polishing a brick. 

Give it your best. 

It doesn’t matter. 

A mirror will not be created. 


The Buddha said we are basically the same; 
We share the same True Nature. 


Discover it on your own. 
Stop struggling in vain. 
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People of the world are too busy, 
Well-versed in several points of view. 


Blind to their True Nature, 
They stray away from the Way. 


If they could see what is real, 
They would stop chasing empty dreams. 


A single moment of clarity 
Completely answers their prayers, 
Revealing the sight of a buddha. 
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I withdrew to the edge of a forest, 
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Embracing the life of a farmer. 


Straight in my actions. 
No flattery in my words. 


I prefer the raw jade. 
You can keep your polished jewels. 


I could never join the flock of nodding ducks 
Emerging from the waves. 
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Among the high cliffs 

I live alone. 
Transforming clouds 

Are always transforming. 


The inside of my hut might be a little dark, 
But my mind shines unobstructed. 

I have crossed a golden gate 

In a dream. 


Upon crossing a stone barrier, 
My heart returned home. 


I have already abandoned 
That which weighed me down. 


AAA 


I have scrolls with poems 
From the masters. 
I have a cup overflowing 
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With the wine of the sages. 


Working the soil, 
I like watching the young bull calves. 
Feeling at home, no need for long journeys. 


The cold dew soaks my thatched eaves 
And moonlight bathes my improvised sill, 
A few more cups to go. 

I sing a couple of poems. 
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Aboard a rotten wooden boat, 
Harvesting fruits from the Tree of Desire. 


Look where we are, on the high seas. 
Here, the waves never cease. 

There are no provisions for tomorrow, 
The shore is a billion miles away. 


What is the cause of your suffering? 
Oh, what a pity... 
It comes from bitterness. 
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The rich have too many concerns; 
They are unable to simply relax. 


Their grains may be rotting, 
And still they would not lend a little bit. 


Their thoughts are malicious. 
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Their greedy fingers delve into everything, 
As if searching for the finest silk. 


When their last day comes, 
All mourners will be flies. 
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Zhuangzi asked for his funeral: 
“Let Heaven and Earth be my coffin!” 


When my time comes, 
All I need is a shroud. 
Let my body feed the flies. 


Do not bother with mourners. 
I would rather starve on Mount Shouyang. 


For those who live honestly, 
Death is also alright. 
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The people I see in this world, 
Walk confused in the dust of the road. 


They do not know where they are, 
Or how to find the right point 
To cross the river. 


How many days 

Does their blooming last? 
Even their affection 

Is unable to endure for long. 
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Even if I had a ton of gold, 
I would prefer to be poor in the forest. 
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Fancy food is not for me. 
The forest is my home. 


A whole life goes quickly by. 
Do not think your problems can wait. 


If you do not build a boat to cross, 
You will be drowned while picking flowers. 


You must develop the roots now, 
Or you will never see a bud. 
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Someone said: 
Mister Cold Mountain, 
Your poems make no sense! 


I said: 
For the ancient sages, 


Poverty was not a shame. 


He laughed at me and said: 
Also your argument is very poor! 


Well, my lord, then you just keep at it; 
With money atop of your concerns. 
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AAA 


Many people laugh at my poems, 
But my poems have self-sufficient elegance. 


They do not need 

Comments from Cheng Hsuan. 
Explanations from Mao Heng 
Are unnecessary. 


It is of no concern to me 

If only a few will understand. 

It is even rare to find 

Those who know their own voices. 


Discard established notes and scales, 
And my anomaly can surely be appreciated. 


One day, 

I will find 

People with eyes, 
And my poems 
Will infect 

The world. 
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I have climbed the Cold Mountain 
And all complications vanished. 


No pernicious thoughts 
Remained. 

With nothing to do, 

I write poems on the rocks. 
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Abandoned to the current, 
Like a drifting boat. 


AAA 


I enjoy being isolated in the mountains, 
But sometimes I walk to Kuoching Temple, 
To meet with venerable Feng-kan, 

To talk to Master Shih-te. 


Then I go back alone to my cold cliff. 
Nobody is talking, a perfect agreement. 


I follow a river that has no spring. 
The spring is dry, 
But the river flows. 
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When people abandon the world, 
They usually hide in the mountains. 


In the mountains, 
Under slopes covered by vines, 
The jade streams flow continuously. 


Tranquillity is the emperor around here. 
Satisfaction endures. 


In the mountains, 


The pure mind is a white lotus, 
Uncorrupted by the mud of the world. 
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AAA 


For the hundred years of a human life, 
The Buddha preached the Twelve Canons. 


Yet compassion is a wild deer. 
Anger is the family dog. 


The dog keeps coming back. 
The deer likes to run away. 


To cultivate your monkey mind, 
Listen to the lion’s roar. 
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If you are quiet and never speak, 
What do you leave to posterity? 


If you only hide in woods and swamps, 
How could your wisdom enlighten others? 


Languishing is not healthy. 
Wind and frost bring premature diseases. 


A clay ox ploughing a field of stones 
Will never know harvest. 


AAA 
The Tientai Mountains are my home. 


Mist-covered trails keep visitors away. 
High cliffs provide many hiding places. 
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Over a rocky point, 

Among ten thousand streams, 

Wearing a hat made of tree bark and wooden 
clogs, 

I walk along the banks. 


With a hemp tunic 
And a staff made of dry branches, 
I wander from peak to peak. 


After you see through change and illusion, 
The pleasures of wandering freely 
Are admirable indeed. 


AAA 


Cold Mountain is so wonderful, 
All the climbers are frightened. 


The moonlight dances on the water, 
Foliage whispers in the wind. 


Snow flowers blossom in withered plum trees. 
Dead branches are growing cloud leaves. 
The rain falls and they all come back to life. 


Unless this is clear, 
You cannot cross. 


AAA 


Heaven is infinitely high. 
The Earth is immeasurably deep. 
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In between, living creatures; 
At the mercy of these powers. 


Clashing for clothes and food. 
Plotting to devour each other. 


Ignorant of cause and effect. 
Blind arguing over the colour of milk. 


AAA 


My home is a cave, 
A cave with nothing inside. 


Spacious and free of dust, 
It shines with continuous light. 


A humble meal made of plants 
Nourishes a fragile body. 

A patched robe 

Conceals a mirage. 


Bring forth your thousand sages! 
I carry the ancient buddhas. 


AAA 


Cold Mountain is a home 
With no pillars nor walls. 
Six doors open everywhere. 


The hall is the blue sky. 
All rooms are empty. 
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The east wall leans against the west wall. 
In between them, 
Nothing. 


AAA 


Everyone who meets Cold Mountain 
Will say that he is crazy. 


His face is not worth a glance. 
His body is covered in rags. 


What I say, they cannot understand. 
What they say, I do not care. 


This is for future generations: 
You can make it to Cold Mountain! 


AAA 


Wear out your mind 
For profit and fame. 
Obsessive greed 

For perfecting the body. 


The illusory and fleeting 
Burning of a candle: 
Buried in a grave, 

Does it still exist? 


AAA 


Cold Mountain repeats these words, 
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These words in which no one believes: 


Honey is easy on the mouth. 
Bitter herbs are hard to swallow. 
Agreement makes people joyful; 
Opposition makes them sad. 


I see a bunch of puppets, 
Rehearsing a new tragedy. 


AAA 


People laugh at me: 

Hey, hillbilly! 

Powder your face. 

Your hat is not high enough. 
Your belt is too high. 


It is not that Iam unaware of the trends. 
Being poor, one can’t keep up. 


One day I will be rich 
And wear a halo 
On my head. 


AAA 


Here in the mountains 
There is a lot of wind, 
No one needs a fan. 


A cold breeze passes through; 
Enlightened by the moon, 
Embraced by the clouds. 
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I am sitting alone, 
An old man with snow-white hair. 


AAA 


Sitting alone in cutting sadness. 
Overwhelmed by endless thoughts and emo- 
tions. 


Clouds embrace the mountain’s waist. 

The wind moans in the mouth of the valley. 

Monkeys cross, swinging from the trees. 

A bird jumps from branch to branch with 
piercing cries. 


Seasons change, 

My hair is white and dishevelled. 
The end of the year comes to meet me 
Old and desolate. 


AAA 


This morning’s dew can no longer be seen, 
It evaporated under the rising sunlight. 
The human life is also like this. 


This land is but a temporary shelter. 
Pursue neither relative objects nor Buddha. 
Let the Three Poisons ooze out. 


Enlightenment is also a burden. 
Just let everything go, 
Until nothing is left. 
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AAA 


I like the isolation on the cold cliff. 
No one travels around here. 


A great peak pierces the clouds. 
A lone monkey cries in the mountain. 
What could be more pleasant? 


With a satisfied heart, 
I enjoy my old age. 


The seasons transform my appearance. 
The pearl in my mind is not threatened. 


AAA 


In this village there is a house. 
A house without an owner. 
All covered in grass. 


Over the grass, dewdrops appear. 
The wind brings in a cloud, 
Dark and heavy with rain. 


Ransack this house 
And find its inhabitant: 
A pearl hidden in rags. 


AAA 


Talking about food cannot nourish you. 
Talking about a fire cannot warm you. 
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Eating will nourish you. 
A fire can warm you. 


People who lack common sense 
Say it is hard to find a buddha. 


Just look inside your own mind, 
There is the buddha! 


Waste none of your time 
Searching outside. 


AAA 


When the water sparkles crystal-clear, 
No effort is needed to see the bottom. 


When the mind has no purpose, 
Naturally it has no distractions. 


When the mind stops chasing illusions, 
Even a kalpa can bring no changes. 


When you can maintain this attention, 
Nothing can hide from it. 


AAA 


The suffering of the Wheel is unrelenting, 
Misleading dust rises all around. 


Patrolling ants are endlessly marching 
Around six roads of confusion. 
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Embracing new ideas 
And changing your appearance 
Cannot free you from yourself. 


Put an end to this hell of ignorance. 
Do not allow your mind to go dark. 


AAA 


Sitting over a rock. 
The stream water cold as ice. 


Quiet pleasures have a special appeal. 
Cliffs uncovered by mist are delighting. 


This place is very relaxing. 
The sun sets and the shadows grow. 


I watch the ground of my mind, 
A lotus rises from the mud. 


AAA 
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101! koans 


A friend asked me the other day if I knew “all 
the 101 Zen koans,” and I laughed. 

Indeed, a popular koan collection is titled “101 
Zen Stories,” and this is probably the reason why 
some people (I have also found them online) are 
promising “all the 101 Zen koans.” 


It makes no sense to talk of “all the Zen koans,” 
unless it means “all the ones in a given collection.” 
In the 13th century, Master Dogen alone compiled 
and commented on a compilation of 300 koans. 

The number of koans is indeterminable and 
always growing. Promising “all the koans” would 
be like promising “all the jokes.” 


Just like people offer each other jokes so they 
can laugh, masters offer koans to their students 
so they can deepen their understanding. 

Anything could become a joke. Also koans 
might be created from anything. There is no Koan 
Headquarters controlling how many. 


Depending on the master’s assessment of the 
student’s particular blockage, the master will 
choose a relevant case, or craft a pertinent one. 

In the following case, a master simply uses a 
passage from a sutra. So if a master believes that 
clarifying this or that passage from a sutra can 
help this or that student, presenting it to them as 
“a koan,” it is now a koan. 


Main case: 
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The Flower Garland Sutra says: 

“Now I realize that all sentient beings every- 
where carry the complete wisdom and virtue of 
buddhas. It is because of mistaken concepts and 
attachments that they do not experience it.” 


Commentary: [Usually from the master who 
is compiling a collection of koans.] 


In his commentary on the Flower Garland 
Sutra, venerable Master Zhenguan of Qingliang 
calls this passage “unveiling spontaneous nature,” 
but how is it unveiled? 

All sentient beings carry the complete wisdom 
of buddhas. It is because of mistaken concepts and 
attachments that they do not experience it. Thus, 
by abandoning our attachments and mistaken 
concepts, spontaneous nature and unobstructed 
wisdom will rise. 


We must remember that an entire universe is 
contained in a single particle. 

A previous passage from the Flower Garland 
Sutra says, “The single body is revealed in the 
myriad forms,” mentioning that “transcending 
our thoughts and knowing Buddha is like undoing 
a particle to unfold a universe.” That is precisely 
the theme of this sutra. 

It also says: 

“The Buddha observed all the living beings in 
the cosmos with his crystal-clear eye of wisdom 
and said, ‘What a wonder! All these beings carry 
the wisdom of the Awakened Ones, but deluded by 
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their own foolishness, they do not realize it. I must 
teach them the right way to abandon illusion and 
attachments forever, so they can experience the 
boundless wisdom of enlightenment within their 
own bodies.” 


In his brilliant commentary, Zhenguan says: 

“Sentient beings have the natural virtues as 
their substance and the ocean of wisdom as their 
origin — but their external forms keep changing, 
their bodies differ, attachments arise, and wisdom 
is blocked. I am writing these commentaries, with 
examples and notes, seeking to help others unveil 
this spontaneous wisdom of the mind and achieve 
union with the Origin.” 


Further on, he elaborates: 

“What I said previously also presumed to give 
an explanation of the source to the illusion people 
take for reality. 

“Think of a person who is peaceful and healthy, 
but has a nightmare in which they are tormented 
and sick. This corresponds to ‘their external forms 
keep changing.’ 

“In the nightmare, this person is unable to see 
their original body. This corresponds to ‘their bod- 
ies differ.’ 

“The person believes their body and life in the 
nightmare are their real body and life. This corre- 
sponds to ‘attachments arise.’ 

“In the nightmare, they cannot believe their 
real body is healthy and blessed. This corresponds 
to ‘wisdom is blocked.” 
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A monk asked Baoci: 

“When attachments arise wisdom is blocked, 
and when forms change the bodies differ; but even 
before attachments have arisen, how is it?” 

Baoci said: 

“Blocked!” 


No one could say for sure exactly where these 
words came from. Some people interpret the “ex- 
ternal forms” in this passage as “thoughts” and 
reach understanding in these terms. 

A student should know the criticism that 
Yangshan (Kyozan) made to Xiangyan (Kyogen): 


“I grant that you know the Zen of the Buddhas, 
but you still haven’t even dreamed of the Zen of 
the Ancient Teachers!” [That is, he might even be 
an enlightened person, but he lacks instruction. ] 


So tell me, what is the distance between these 
two? 


Poem: 
The bear somersaults in playfulness. 
The monkey makes a little dance. 


Mistaken concepts and attachments 
Are not bad either. 
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The Zen of the Ancient Teachers 


In the following case, a teacher presents two 
complementary quotations as a single koan. 

The commentary, illustrating the issue and 
sometimes addressing additional points, here 
seems to suggest this koan was used and recorded 
as an entry point to the “Third Truth,” or the 
“non-duality between sacred and mundane.” 


Case: 


Master Daiji Kanchu told the assembly: 

“Talking about ten miles is not as good as 
practicing one step. Talking about a step is not as 
good as practicing an inch.” 

On another occasion, Tozan said: 

“Say what cannot be practiced. Practice what 
cannot be said.” 


Commentary: 


It is important to understand very well that 
talking about ten miles is not wrong — it is only 
that practicing one step is much better. 

Neither of these activities excludes virtue. 
Both can lead to the Way and the Way is always 
complete. 


Therefore, we understand that quote from 
Tozan (“Say what cannot be practiced and practice 
what cannot be said”) as meaning that practice 
and speech are intermingled from top to bottom. 
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To discriminate practice from expression is an 
illusion. A whole day of talking is equivalent to a 
whole day of practicing. A whole day of practicing 
is a whole day of talking. 


Poem: 
To practice without understanding 
Is like opening your eyes in the dark. 


To understand without practicing 
Is like closing your eyes on a sunny day. 
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Hunger and thirst 


Seppo said: 

“Many people sit next to a bucket of rice and 
suffer from hunger. Many people sit by the river 
and suffer from thirst.” 


Gensha said: 

“Many people will even stick their heads into 
the bucket of rice and die of hunger. Many people 
stick their heads into the river and die of thirst.” 


Unmon said: 
“Throughout the whole body, it is rice. 
Throughout the whole body, it is water.” 


Commentary: 


If you can see clearly, then you know how to 
use the road freely — like a bird flying, or a fish in 
the water. 

If you are unable to see clearly, different roads 
overlap and you are like a bird in a cage, a fish in 
a bucket. 


Sometimes, a Zen statement is like a lurking 
lion. 

Occasionally it is like a canoe riding the waves. 

Every now and then, it is like a diamond sword 
that cuts the tongues of all people in the world. 


When masters meet, they instantly realize 
what is appropriate. They can distinguish right 
from wrong. Together, they witness each other’s 
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clarity. 
Poem: 


Born in the same way, 
They are familiar with the household pantry. 


Dying in different ways, 
Each follows their own road. 


But where to find them? 
Look! Look! 
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Just this 


Tozan was a disciple of Master Ungan for 
many years. Before leaving his master to dedicate 
himself to the traditional pilgrimage in search of 
deepening his understanding, Tozan asked Ungan: 

“In the future, when people ask me about the 
essence of your teachings, what should I say?” 

Ungan remained silent for a while, and then 
he said: 

“It is just this.” 

Tozan showed perplexity, and the master 
warned him: 

“If you intend to attain Supreme Wisdom, you 
must go straight ahead until you reach the end of 
it!” 

Tozan left without understanding. 


Later, when he was crossing a river, he saw 
his own reflection in the water and became fully 
enlightened. Here is the tokinoge, or “satori poem” 
that he wrote: 


Just avoid searching for it in others, 
Or you will drift away from yourself. 


Now, I go alone, 
And I meet it everywhere. 


Now, it is me. 
Now, I am not it. 


You will understand this 
By merging with that which simply is. 
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Funeral ceremony 


Eventually, Tozan would establish himself in 
the monastery of Master Nansen, where in time 
he would also be recognized as a great master. 

Although they were now living apart, when 
Ungan passed away Tozan organized a funeral 
ceremony to honour his former teacher, bowing 
and burning incense to his image. 

A monk saw it and asked him: 

“What kind of instruction did you receive from 
your former teacher?” 

Tozan replied: 

“Even though I followed him for many years, 
he did not offer me any special instruction.” 

The monk wondered: 

“But if you were recognized here, under 
Master Nansen, why the ceremony for Ungan?” 

Tozan said: 

“I have no special esteem for the virtues or 
theories of my first master. However, I am deeply 
grateful for the fact that he did not explain it to 
me.” 

At that moment, Tozan recounted to the monk 
the episode in which Ungan had said, “It is just 
this.” 

The monk asked: 

“And what was his meaning?” 

Tozan said: 

“At that time, I was unable to understand.” 

“And now, do you agree with him?” 

“I agree a little and disagree a little.” 

“But why don’t you agree completely?” 

Tozan said: 
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“If I completely agreed with my first teacher, I 
would be betraying his teaching.” 


254 


Persimmon-F lowing Pass 


One of the facets of Zen is related to a very 
good feeling; a delightful experience. Most kitsch 
approaches to Zen are centered around a phony 
representation of this. It appeals to thrill seekers. 

Words like ecstasy, freedom, compassion and 
universal unity are usually sprinkled around it. 
However, as I hope attentive readers have already 
noticed, some insist that one should not cling to 
this feeling. 

Do you remember the reference about birds 
delivering flowers and bringing shame? That is 
one of the many criticisms about being stuck to 
this unordinary bliss and becoming attached to it; 
which is also a form of disease, a kind of illness. 


Another curious metaphor about this kind of 
disease can be found on “Journey to the West”, a 
book attributed to Wu Cheng’en and considered 
one of China’s Four Great Classical Novels. 

The Journey to the West has different layers 
and can be read as an adventure, as a political 
satire and also as a Buddhist/Daoist illustration 
of the mystical journey to perfect enlightenment. 

The main characters are the Chinese monk 
Tang Sanzang and his three companions, who are 
demons subdued by Buddha to assist him in a 
journey to India, so he can bring back the Buddhist 
sutras to his own land. 

These main characters represent different 
powers within a single person. One of them is the 
“Monkey King” Sun Wukong, who has inspired 
characters like Goku from Dragon Ball and 
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Monkey D. Luffy from One Piece. 

As they overcome obstacles in their journey, 
they illustrate the spiritual path, with its peaks 
and blockages, in a similar way to the ox herding 
pictures. 


Towards the end of the book, the group arrives 
at a place that is so beautiful, they think they 
have finally reached the end of their journey. At 
this point, however, they have already landed at 
that same conclusion many times before, and they 
always discover that a long road still lay ahead of 
them before reaching “The West”. 

Here too, as they approach an old man with 
some questions, he tells them: 

“You think you are in the West, but in reality 
you will never get there. Just forget about it... 
This place is the Lesser Paradise of the West, and 
from here to the Great Paradise of the West there 
is still a long way to go. Don’t you even bother 
with all the troubles lying ahead, just getting out 
of here is impossible for most people.” 


Now, before they continue their conversation, 
as we near a reference that is both too easy to miss 
and too interesting not to clarify, we have to make 
sure that the reader is previously familiar with 
some common second meanings concerning the 
cardinal points in ancient Chinese literature. 

For example, the Chinese emperors and their 
palaces would sit facing the south with their backs 
to the north. So “facing the south” is used in many 
different ways in old Chinese books. 

In Buddhist-influenced literature, the “west” 
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usually represents India and the Buddhist roots, 
as in “Journey to the West,” while the “east” is 
commonly liked to countries like China, Japan, 
and Korea that “received the wind from the west.” 

Also north and south have Daoist meanings 
we can clarify in the book of Zhuangzi, where the 
“south” is related to instrumental rationality, or 
linguistic wisdom, while the “north” moves away 
from it, towards intuitive knowledge. 

Back to the Tang monk questioning the old 
man in the Lesser Paradise of the West, notice 
when the winds will blow from the west and from 
the south. Can you say a word on what it means? 


The monk says: 

“But what is exactly the problem? Everything 
seems so peaceful in here...” 

The old man folded his hands and looked at 
the sky, as if he was talking to some completely 
hopeless lunatic, and explained: 

“But twelve leagues from here, you will have 
to cross the Persimmon-Flowing Pass or, as the 
people out there like to call it, the Mountain of 
Seven Perfections.” 

“Seven Perfections?” — the monk repeated, in- 
trigued. 

The old man continued: 

“The area spreads through 250 leagues and it 
is completely covered by persimmon trees. Since 
ancient times, it is said that persimmon trees 
have seven perfections: 

“One: they prolong life. 

“Two: they create excellent shade. 

“Three: birds do not nest in these trees. 
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“Four: the trees are also free of insects. 

“Five: their leaves are beautiful, especially af- 
ter the frost. 

“Six: the fruits are sweet and delicious. 

“Seven: the branches and leaves are thick and 
sturdy. That’s why the mountain is called Seven 
Perfections.” 

The monk was confused, but delighted: 

“What a wonderful place! After all we’ve been 
through to get here, I can’t imagine any hardships 
while crossing such a blessed land.” 

The elder laughed and said: 

“The area is very large, but still it is sparsely 
populated. Every year, when the season comes, 
the persimmons ripen and overflow onto the 
mountain. They flow down the trails and fill the 
crevices in the rocks, covering everything. Rain, 
dew, and snow act on the fruits, which decay and 
rot throughout the entire summer until the whole 
mountain is a uniform mass of putrefied matter. 
The people here prefer to call it the Mountain of 
Running Shit, or Persimmon-Flowing Pass. When 
the wind blows from the west, the smell is worse 
than emptying a cesspool. It is only because there’s 
a strong wind blowing from the south right now 
that you haven't identified the smell yet.” 
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Wu Cheng’en Station 


The many species 

Are fundamentally the same. 

Everything flows into the same endless ocean. 
Every thought and every concern 

Are useless. 

All forms and species 

Are One. 


When achievement is complete, 
Wisdom is marvellous, 
Enlightening, 

And inexhaustible. 

So do not let differences divide you. 
Take it all together. 


Put everything at once, 
Like ingredients in a pot. 
Refine this elixir, 

Until it turns into gold. 


From this point, 

Using your brilliance and joy, 
You can ride freely 

On the backs of dragons. 


c(..)0 


Six types of body. 
Six kinds of weapon. 
Six physical forms. 
Six sensations. 
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The six evils arise 
From the six senses and the six desires. 


The six gates to Nirvana 
And the six paths of reincarnation 
Are efforts for victory. 


In the thirty-six divine palaces, 
Spring arrives effortlessly. 


c(..)o 


What a pity! 
They did not see themselves as fishermen, 
Casting the line to catch problems. 


They were like a person 

Who steals a coffin from others in the street 
And takes it home, 

To cry over. 


c(..)0 


Tall trees invite the wind, 
And then the wind shakes the trees. 


Those who covet fame, 
By fame will be destroyed. 


c(..)0 


It is difficult to avoid 
The ones you meet 
On a narrow path. 
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c(..)0 


When the tiger came to town, 

Every house locked its door. 

The tiger had not bitten anybody yet, 
But its reputation was not good. 


c(..)0 


A single thought 
At once awakens a thousand demons. 


The greatest efforts become useless. 
They create the dust they attempt to remove, 
Trying to make it all clean and polished. 


Sweep your house of causes and effects! 
Enter Nirvana; 


Do not waste your time! 


Defeat the thousand demons 
And free yourself from blockages. 


c(..)0 


Divine energy seeps out from an open mouth. 
Problems begin when the tongue moves. 


c(..)0 


Once a word has left the mouth, not even the 
fastest horse could catch up with it to retrieve it. 
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c(..)O 


Do not refrain from doing a good deed, 
Just because it is small. 

Do not permit yourself a bad deed, 
Just because it is small. 


c(..)o 


It may seem useless, 
But even a fart can strengthen the wind. 


c(..)0 


Without the glory of spring, 
There would be no death in winter. 


Clouds dissipate, 
And mist disappears; 
As if they never existed. 


c(..)o 


When thoughts arise, 
Preferences appear. 
Desire inevitably leads to disaster. 


What is the point in hierarchies? 
When virtue is complete, 


Everything returns to the Primordial Ocean. 


If you want to become a buddha or immortal, 
Everything must be arranged within. 
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c(..)0 


In this forest, 

You can go six months 

Without knowing if there is sun or moon. 
You can travel for miles, 

Without ever seeing a star. 


When the lookout faces north, 

The view is limitless. 

Even in the southern hills, 

The bushes are filled with flowers. 


c(..)0 


A satisfied person 
Never speaks of great deeds. 


A peaceful mind 
Is stronger than the city walls. 


c(..)0 


I have no tent in the market of tongues, 
No trace of mine in the ocean of disputes. 


c(..)0 
As long as lakes and moonlight remain, 


I will surely find a place 
To latch my golden hook. 


c(..)0 
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Make people’s life easier, 
As much as you can. 


Whenever possible, be merciful. 
Concern is much worse than kindness. 


It is better to be humble and acceptant, 
Than competing for supremacy. 


c(..)o 


Do not trust the most correct of the correct. 
Beware of the inhumane human. 


c(..)O 


The vastness of the sea 
Allows the fish to leap. 
The emptiness of the sky 
Allows the birds to fly. 


c(..)o 


All different forms of matter 
In truth are immaterial. 
No emptiness is truly empty. 


Uproar and stillness, 
Speech and silence, 
Are the same. 


If you are sleepwalking, 
Why argue about 
Dreams? 
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Everything that is useful depends on what is 
useless. 

It is from the bosom of success that failure 
lurks. 


After the fruit is mature it naturally rots. 


Who can really tell 
How a seed 
Will grow? 


c(..)0 


All around, the splendour was more magnifi- 
cent than jade pearls; owing nothing to the beauty 
of fine brocade screens behind which spring lies 
hidden. 


c(..)0 


Asmall boat 
Amidst the vastness of waves, 
Under the mist. 


Quietly, I lean on the single sail. 
My thoughts and mind are clear. 


I have no wealth or fame. 

I play with my fingers 

In the algae on the water. 

Counting the seagulls keeps me entertained. 


I round the river bend 
And under the willow 
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My wife and children 
Smile with me. 


When I fall asleep, 

The wind and waves are calm. 
Neither glory nor disgrace. 
Not a single worry. 
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Chiyono gets wet from the bucket 


Adachi Chiyono was the secular name of 
Mujaku Nyodai, the nun who became famous as 
the first recognized female Zen master and also 
the first abbess to lead a temple in Japan. 


Chiyono practiced meditation for many years 
before reaping its enlightened fruit and is said to 
have become discouraged for a time. 

It finally happened one night while she was 
carrying water in an old bucket, and the bottom 
suddenly dropped under the weight of the liquid. 


This is so cool! So illustrative... 

Maybe we talk about enlightenment as an 
“awakening” simply because of arbitrary notions 
inherited from the Sanskrit language. 

If there was a word meaning “the ones whose 
buckets have dropped their bottom,” this word 
could have easily replaced “buddha.” 


Here is Chiyono’s satori poem: 


It was all hanging by a thread. 

I tried to save the bucket as much as I could, 
But then finally the bottom dropped! 

No more water in the bucket. 

No more moon in the water. 
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Now take a look at this shit 


How short and deplorable the life of a human. 
Even a hundred years of happiness, in the end, 
are nothing more than a dream of spring. 

As soon as our breath fails, we depart from 
this world. We are only humans for as long as the 
four elements remain in harmony. 


So what is this nonsense I have been hearing, 
about people proudly fighting for fame and gain, 
lauding themselves as “heroes” and “examples” 
because they indulge in confronting others? 


Please come with me, and observe with great 
attention the sombre wind blowing over the grass, 
around the bushes where some skeletons have 
been unearthed. 
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Brutal 


Even the greatest sages of old 
Lie right there, beneath the green hills. 


That which is born, 

Must eventually die. 
Everything will be 
Turned into ash and dust. 


Bones piling up 

As high as Mount Vipula; 

An entire ocean of farewell tears 

And all that remains are empty words. 
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Due time 


Did you not see the morning dew? 

Under the sparkling rays of the sun, 

It dissipated on its own and vanished. 
The life of a human being is also like that. 
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Farewell 


Like the morning dew: 
Transparent and fleeting. 


My years have passed. 
Now, 


Trembling and weak, 
I dissipate. 
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From a wandering beggar 


My life may seem melancholic, 

But as people watch a body 

Walking on the earth, 

I have already surrendered my heart 
To the sky. 
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A white rabbit 


As Tozan strolled leisurely around the valley 
with his friend Mi, a white rabbit darted by them. 

Mi pretended to be astonished. 

Tozan asked: 

“What’s the matter? 

Mi explained: 

“It is like a commoner turned into the Prime 
Minister!” 

Tozan replied: 

“How can a respectable elder say a thing like 
that?” 

Mi asked: 

“And how would you say it, master?” 

Tozan said: 

“It is like an entire generation of aristocracy 
thrown into poverty.” 


Commentary: 


Once, Tozan and this good friend of his, Mi 
from the Sacred Mountain, were crossing a stream. 

Tozan asked: 

“When we reach the other shore, how is it?” 

Mi replied: 

“The water won’t even touch your feet!” 

Here too, Tozan teased him with the same 
words: 

“How can a respectable elder say a thing like 
that?” 

Mi asked: 

“And how would you say it, master?” 

Tozan said: 
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“Your feet won’t even be touched by water.” 


In the Teachings, there are two gates, the 
spontaneous and the cultivated. In Tozan’s school, 
this is called “using realization to illustrate the 
state.” 

Usually, we awaken through the cultivation of 
meditation. This means arriving at sacredness 
from the mundane. This is like a commoner who 
becomes the Prime Minister. 

However, if you attain enlightenment first 
and cultivate it afterward, you are reaching the 
mundane through sacredness. 


True nobility is fundamentally noble. Even 
wandering amidst the myriad circumstances and 
transformations, the fundamental reality always 
remains. 

When the royal family sinks into obscurity 
and poverty, they adapt and it becomes natural. 
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The Five Ranks 


The Five Ranks, Five Levels, or Five Degrees 
is another popular categorization of the path to 
enlightenment in a distinct order, similar to the 
Ten Ox Herding Pictures. 

It comes from these poems by Tozan: 


1. The Many in the One: 


In the dead of the night. 
The moon is hidden. 


No wonder we can always meet, 
Without recognizing, 
A familiar face from the past. 


2. The One in the Many: 


A sleepy old woman 
Finds an ancient mirror. 


What she sees is clearly her own face; 
There is no other reality. 


However, it is also obvious 
She is mistaking the reflection 
For her own head. 


3. Abandoning the One: 


In Emptiness, there is a road 
Leading beyond the dust of the world. 
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Without even opening your mouth, 
You will master that eloquence 
Which since ancient times 

Has silenced all tongues. 


4. Unveiling Mutual Integration: 


Two blades cross; 
There is nowhere to retreat. 


A person of great skill 

Is a lotus flower in the fire. 
A person of this kind 

Is spontaneously elevated. 


5. Attaining Unity: 


They are and they are not; 


Who would dare to accompany these people? 


Everyone wants to abandon 
Vulgar mediocrity, 

But, in the end, 

We return — 

Sitting among coals and ashes. 
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Zen barbershop 


A student of Master Seppo was wandering in 
the mountain, when he met an old man who was 
apparently living alone in his hermitage for many 
years. His hair was long and unkempt. 

Fetching water from a nearby well with a 
wooden ladle that apparently was the only utensil 
he owned, the figure was impressive enough for 
the student to inquire: 

“What is the meaning of the Patriarch coming 
from India?” 

The old hermit said: 

“Wherever the well is deep, the handle of the 
ladle is long.” 

The student returned to the monastery and 
recounted the incident to Master Seppo, who said: 

“Even if what he said is true, it still must be 
confirmed.” 

Seppo picked up a razor, and with the student 
by his side, went to visit the old man. When they 
reached the hermitage, Seppo drew the razor and 
sald: 

“If you can say a word about Zen, I will not cut 
your hair.” 

The old hermit fetched some water to wash 
his head and Seppo shaved it. 


Commentary: 


In our school, competent masters are experts 
at plercing armour and climbing mountains of 
swords. 

If you flee from swords and avoid the barriers, 
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how could you possibly experience today? 


Imprisonment and freedom reside entirely 
within you. 

If you want to free yourself from constraints 
and break free from chains, you must surpass 
sounds and forms, reaching a place where there 
are no traces of mental activity. 

This is where the reality of things manifests 
itself, perfect and complete. 


Poem: 


The wind blows, the grasses bend. 
Trying to pursue it, you drift away from it. 


Nothing can be done about spring, 
When it comes, it is. 
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A good start 


A monk visited Kyosan’s monastery looking 
for his guidance. 

The master asked him: 

“Where do you come from?” 

“From Yu,” replied the monk. 

Kyosan considered the monk for a while and 
sald: 

“Do you think about your homeland a lot?” 

The monk admitted: 

“I am always thinking about my homeland.” 

The master explained: 

“That which thinks is the mind. Thoughts are 
the landscape. In thoughts, there are mountains, 
rivers, plants, houses, towers, rooms, people and 
animals. Turn the thought back on itself, and 
search for the thinking mind. How is it? All those 
things are still in there?” 

The monk said: 

“By doing that, I find nothing there.” 

Kyosan said: 

“This is a good start.” 

The monk said: 

“Do you have any other method to teach me?” 

The master concluded: 

“To say that I have or do not have would miss 
the point. With your current understanding, you 
have already entered the door of mystery. Put on 
your meditation robe, go sit, and see the rest for 
yourself.” 


Commentary: 


280 


Suppose the monk had said that he never 
thinks about his homeland. In this case, certainly 
Kyosan would also have a strong approach inside 
his mouth and all over his tongue. 

However, the monk said that he always thinks 
about his homeland, so Kyosan says: 


“What thinks is the mind; the scenery is made 
of thoughts. In the landscape, there are thousands 
of different things, but how many differences are 
there in the thinking mind?” 


In the end, that monk was not completely 
dead, for he said: 

“By doing that, I find nothing there.” 

Nowadays, it is hard to find one person in ten 
thousand who can reach this stage. When they do, 
they start pointing at themselves and carrying a 
sign, without realizing that indulging in “losing 
ourselves in the journey” ends up preventing us 
from reaching home. 


This is a good start, but experienced people 
say that after spending a long time grazing in the 
field, the hand that tightens the rope gradually 
relaxes. The fragrant grass of the mountain, with 
its single flavour, daily satisfies the hunger of the 
herd. 


Beyond a good start, there is subtle mystery; 
fine dust rising from the ocean; a snowflake float- 
ing inside a flaming furnace. 

It cannot be deduced, defined, or understood; 
it is beyond the scope of our intellectual activity. 
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I say Kyosan even lacks “a good start,” be- 


cause Realization is empty. 


The monk says: 
“Do you have any other method to teach me?” 
Thorns emerge in the soft mud. 


“To say that I have or do not have would miss 


the point.” 


Saying that he has another method throws ice 


on the snow; saying that he does not have any 
would be a dead phrase. 


Therefore, he simply pointed to the mystery, 


suggesting the other check it for himself. 


In this monastery, emptiness is the seat and 


the thousands of practices are the robe. 


it, 


“See it for yourself.” 
But, after all, see what? 


Poem: 


The One and the Many 
Do not hinder each other. 


As long as there is a road leading beyond, 
There will also be a person worthy of following 
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Mirrors once again 


Mind is the capacity; 
Manifestations are the forms. 


Things are nothing but images 
Projected over a mirror. 


When there are no images, 
The clarity of the mirror can be perceived. 


When mind and its manifestations are forgot- 


ten, 
That is its true nature. 
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Explaining until it becomes embarrassing 


The trap is a tool for catching rabbits. 
When we catch the rabbit, 
We forget about the trap. 


A net is a tool for reaching fish. 
When we get the fish, 
We forget about the net. 


Similarly, 
Words are traps 


To catch concepts. 


Concepts are nets 
To reach phenomena. 


Those who cling to words, 
Cannot catch the concepts. 


Those who cling to concepts, 
Cannot reach phenomena. 
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Still waiting? 


Meticulous explanations 
Are easy to understand: 
They give it with a single hand. 


Direct explanations 
Are hard to understand: 
They bloom in all directions. 


Beware of meticulous explanations! 


When thoughts are too clear, 
It is harder to let them go. 
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Also people, as they mature, want to leave 
their parent’s house 


Tozan said to the assembly: 

“When the verbal teachings of buddhas and 
patriarchs have become enemies, you can be said 
to have attained a little success as a student. If 
you cannot go beyond verbal teachings, you will 
be deceived by them.” 

A monk took offense: 

“But did buddhas and patriarchs ever have 
any intention of deceiving others?” 

Tozan replied: 

“You tell me: do rivers and mountains have 
any intention of obstructing the path of others?” 
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A question posed by the Buddha 


Does anybody get richer by counting someone 
else’s jewels? 
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Shards and bits 


After embracing an illusory cause, surely we 
will arrive at an illusory outcome. 

If you want to become intimate with it, do not 
approach it with a question. 

The answer is in the question. 

The question is in the answer. 


xXx 
x 
XxX 


Do you want to approach the truth? 
I will admit that masters know it, 
But I do not say they understand it. 


xXx 
x 
XxX 


Even as you think, “It is so!”, 

It has already changed. 

Therefore, avoid speaking about that 
Which language cannot reach. 


xXx 
x 
XxX 


Do not tire your mind. 
Let the Ten Thousand Things 
Explain themselves. 


xXx 
x 
XxX 


Do not be seduced by lies, 

Do not cling to forms. 

Do not get excited about antiquity, 
Nor be disturbed by novelty. 
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Do not be distressed by what is lost, 
Nor be controlled by what you desire. 


xXx 
XxX 


Without worries, one takes large steps. 


xXx 
XxX 


Unimpeded and without hindrance, 
The moon crosses the sky. 


Without form or intention, 
Spring covers everything. 


xXx 
XxX 


Fishing in the Pure Land: 
The bait is made of clouds, 
And the hook is the moon. 


Like shooting arrows at the ground, 
It is impossible to miss. 


xXx 
XxX 


A good guest has no questionable companions. 


xXx 
XxX 


As soon as a question arises, you forget the 


blessings you have received — you leave your own 
parents and move in with strangers, to live in a 
cramped cabin hidden within a large tongue. 
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Using a stamp, 

You cannot mark it on the wind. 
When a stamp stamps the space, 
It leaves no marks. 


xXx 
x x 
XxX 


It is like a person writing on the wind: as soon 
as they prepare the brush, they are already wrong. 

How could the wind accept a pattern? What is 
the point in even trying it? 


xXx 
x x 
XXX 


What is appreciated in Zen is that a person 
has no corners. When things develop corners, they 
become unable to roll freely. 


xXx 
x x 
XxX 


It is only poor people who think about old 
debts. 


xXx 
x x 
XxX 


In actions, it is preferable to be indirect, to not 
violate the absolute state. 

In speech, do not try to explain everything, to 
avoid falling into the mundane. 

When writing, do not reveal the tip of the 
brush. 


290 


xXx 
x x 
XxX 


Sailing on Heaven’s Wind, 
A traveller cruises infinity. 
It is like a bird among the clouds; 
When it is gone, no traces are left. 


xXx 
x x 
XxX 


Each step is a complete return. 
Even before the foot touches the ground, 
You have already arrived. 


Before words are born, 
The truth has already been explained. 


xXx 
x x 
XxX 


The four seasons are beautiful in spring. 
Everything is delightful with wine. 


xXx 
x x 
XxX 


In the grass that is yet to sprout, a fragrant 
elephant hides. 


xXx 
XOX, 
XxX 


A dog is not superior to others for being good 
at barking. 

A person is not superior for being good at 
speaking, much less wise. 
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A wild elephant leaves no monkey footprints. 
A living snake cannot be killed by words. 


[Before this next bit, one should know that 
Japanese and Chinese dragons are a bit different 
from European dragons. It is not a large lizard 
born with wings. Eastern dragons are actually 
fish that were transformed by fighting against a 
huge waterfall and, after overcoming it, continued 
challenging the heights by climbing the sky.] 


Thunder suddenly explodes 
In a cloudless sky! 


By the Triple Barrier, 
At the Dragon’s Gate, 


The waves are colossal... 
Look! 


Many worthy ones 
Have become 
Dragons. 


Shrimps and crabs 
Are scornful, 
As before. 


If you avoid the frightening waves, it is diffi- 
cult to find a suitable fish. 
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xXx 
x x 
XxX 


Under the snow, we perceive the resilience of 
cedar and pine. 

When the task is heavy, we can recognize a 
powerful person. 


xXx 
x x 
XxX 


Because we are already accustomed to facing 
large adversaries, entering the battlefield causes 
no fear. 


xXx 
x x 
XxX 


As an old saying goes: 
“A dragon cannot fly without clouds.” 


xXx 
x x 
XxX 


If a person cannot bear a speck of dust in their 
eyes, they are too strict. 


xXx 
x x 
XxX 


These teachings are only temporary guiding 
expedients, because dragons and fish do not know 
that water is their life. 

These teachings are like using a stick to stir 
the water, making it easier for dragons and fish to 
realize that water is their life. 
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Listening to sounds, awaken to the Way. 
Observing forms, comprehend the mind. 


xXx 
XxX 


Only those who never learned to float will cry 
when the river is wide. 


xXx 
XxX 


Climb to the very top of a hundred-foot pole 
and then climb some more. 


xXx 
XxX 


A sparrow lands on a gold crown. 

A mouse bites an emerald. 

They have no way of knowing that those are 
treasures, nor could they use them as treasures. 

Have any of you ever noticed, out of the blue, 
the jewel hidden in your own clothes? 


xXx 
XxX 


Showing off the most sophisticated trends, 
without spending any money. 


xXx 
XxX 


After three mugs of the finest wine, do you 
dare to declare that you are still to wet your beak? 
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Even if you were to kill your own parents, you 
could still repent and improve. But if you reject 
great wisdom, how will you repent and improve? 


xXx 
x 
XxX 


The cicada has already shed its shell, 
But still it clings to the cold branch. 


xXx 
XxX 


If we limit the subject to current conventions, 
later it will be difficult to relate to people. 


xXx 
XxX 


If I were to fully explain the teaching of Zen, 
it would create vines and creepers all over the 
meditation hall. 

All I can say is that the entire universe is the 
eye of a monk. 

The entire universe is the complete body of a 
monk. 

The entire universe is the light of identity. 

The entire universe is within its own light. 

In the entire universe, there is nothing that is 
not itself. 

All the Buddhas of all ages, combined with all 
sentient beings everywhere, represent the light of 
great transcendental wisdom. 


xXx 
XxX 


When paradise is transformed into a body, it 
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encompasses the earth within it. 
The sun, the moon, and the stars belong to it. 


xXx 
XxX 


The only thing left was the delicious wind 
massaging the assembled monks. All the useless 
words that had previously bombarded the human 
community were over. 


xXx 
XxX 


When water springs forth but does not flow, 
we call it deep waters. 

When water flows and the flow is long, we call 
it a spring. 

Before the oldest antiquity, there is the deep 
spring of the ten thousand eras; ten thousand 
forms emerged from it. 
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“THE Way OF THE PATRIARCHS SPANS A THOUSAND YEARS” 
YINYUAN LONGQI - JAPAN (1 7TH CENTURY) 
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Transformed into light 


Few get to cross the river, 
Most get stranded on one side. 
By the riverbank, they run back and forth. 


But sages 

Follow the Way 

And cross over; 

Beyond the reach of death. 


Free from ambition. 
Free from accumulation. 
Free from attachments and anxiety. 


Following the Seven Lights of Awakening, 
Perfectly satisfied in their freedom. 


In this world, 

Sages are transformed into light; 
Pure, 

Bright, 

Free. 
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Li Po wakes up drunk in springtime 


The entire world is like an endless dream, 
Nothing anywhere distresses me. 

I was drunk throughout the day 

And dozed off on the balcony. 


Coming back to myself, I see the garden. 
I wonder what season it is. 

The answer comes riding the wind, 

As birds whistle their mating songs 

Of spring. 


I myself 
Overflowing, 
Spilling over; 
Almost on the verge 
Of lamentation, 
Pouring another cup. 


Soon, admiring this bright afternoon, 
I find myself singing a poem. 

That poem comes to an end now. 

And I don’t remember why. 
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[Insert shout here] 


Wandering in search of truth, Kyozan called 
on Master Isan, who asked him: 

“Is it true that studying with Master Hyakujo, 
you gave ten different answers to each question?” 

Kyozan said: 

“Of course not!” 

Isan said: 

“Then tell me a word about transcending the 
teaching.” 

When Kyozan opened his mouth to reply, Isan 
interrupted him with a shout. 

Three times Isan asked the question, and 
three times he shouted before the other could say 
anything. 


Kyosan bowed his head, tears streaming down 
his face. 

He said: 

“My former master had predicted that upon 
meeting a true person I would understand. Today, 
I have met a true person.” 


After that, he herded buffaloes for three years. 

Isan visited him and found Kyozan sitting in 
zazen under a tree. The master poked him with 
his staff and said: 

“Can you say a word?” 

Kyozan replied: 

“Even though I have no words, I will no longer 
rely on the words of others.” 

Isan said: 

“You have crossed over.” 
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Commentary: 


The sky is mute, and yet all the beauty and 
diversity of the four seasons unfold within it. 

The earth is blind, deaf, and dumb, yet ten 
thousand beings are born from it. 


In a constantly changing world, what is the 
reach of established patterns? 

What is the point of using words as paint to 
draw models of reality, when you can experience it 
directly? 

In the world now, where can we find a disciple 
who has transcended language? 

It is only after abandoning perverted feelings 
and intellectual constructions that you can be 
clean and naked; free and unobstructed. 

If not, how will you inject energy into others? 


Poem: 


The horns on a buffalo’s head, 
Emerge from the thicket. 

While dreaming, it wants to speak 
About the world of the awakened. 


Even though it may have bathed 
In fragrant waters, 


I kick it. 


“You still have a long way to go! 
How will you inject energy into others?” 
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With one more for the road and even 
dragged farewells. 


A monk asked Unmon: 

“How not to waste time?” 

Unmon said: 

“How is it possible for you to focus on that 
question?” 

The monk said: 

“T do not understand, master. Please, explain 
it to me.” 

Unmon wrote a poem and handed it to the 
monk: 


If you do not pay attention, 
You will let it slip away. 

If you keep thinking about it, 
When will you see it? 


Comment: 


This monk seeks Master Unmon and begs for 
breadcrumbs, but receives a complete meal. 

Placing your hand under your chin to think 
about meditation, trying to understand it with 
your intelligence, you can only drift away from the 
truth. 

If you do not pay attention, you will surely let 
it slip away! 


Try explaining it to me, but without using any 
intellectual tricks — without falling into the pit of 
affirmation and negation: 

How do you understand “paying attention 
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without thoughts”? 


Have you heard of Yakusan’s teaching? Think 
about that which is beyond thinking. 

And how can you think about what is beyond 
thinking? Through non-thinking. 

Non-thinking leads to much more than simply 
transcending thinking and non-thinking; it leads 
to the recognition that thinking and non-thinking 
are your own life. 


Non-thinking has no object, no subject, no 
form, no intention, and no goals — but it is also not 
a dark hole lacking energy or life. 

It is the samadhi of a magnificent activity that 
is self-fulfilling. It is the life of the buddhas and 
ancient teachers. It is your life and it is my life. 
Letting it slip away is allowing your own life to 
slip away. 


Poem: 
How could intelligent words 
Compare to Reality? 


Within Ten Thousand Forms, 
A single body is revealed. 
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Going as far as adding an epilogue and 
afterword too 


Dayang was trying to clarify a certain passage 
from the sutras with Liangshan: 

“What is the meaning of ‘the formless throne 
of enlightenment”? 

Liangshan pointed at a painting on the wall 
and said: 

“This painting is by a Daoist named Wu.” 

Dayang was about to say something, when 
Liangshan seized him, rubbed his face in the 
painting and said: 

“This is something with a form! What doesn’t 
have a form?” 

Dayang attained enlightenment. 

Liangshan said: 

“Why won’t you say a word?” 

Dayang said: 

“It is not that I refuse to say a few words, but 
I fear they would end up as ink scribbles on some 
piece of paper.” 

Liangshan approved of his understanding. 


Commentary: 


The starting point in Zen is the formless 
throne of enlightenment. 

The formless throne of enlightenment is not 
something reliant on matter or thought. Words 
and ideas cannot reach it, but it certainly exists. 


Liangshan lifts a mirror. 
Dayang prepares himself to built mazes to get 
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lost in, but the master seizes him and says: 
“This is something with a form! What doesn’t 
have a form?” 


Using what is useless, Liangshan can help 
Dayang to see his own face — the original face he 
already had before his parents were born. 


Putting all of that aside: what is it that is 
formless, but certainly exists? 

Moreover, what is useless? 

Above everything else, what was the face you 
had before your parents were born? 

Do not explain it to me. 

Show it! 


Poem: 


Reflecting a thousand forms, 

Its own light shines continuously. 
When it is revealed, 

Identity continually finds itself. 


If you intellectualize, 

You will drift far away from the point. 
If you confuse it with apathy, 

You will become a living corpse. 


The following verses are from somewhere else, 
but they also fit nicely in here: 


So intimate, it vanishes 
When it is sought in the external. 
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Why does the deepest intimacy, 
Looks like a distant foe? 


From beginning to end, 
Your entire face 

Never had a colour 

Or a form. 
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Smearing shit all over and running away 


Our attention is amazing. It can travel the Six 
Worlds, or Six Windows, or Six Traps: smell, taste, 
tactile sensations, hearing, sight, and thought. 

Your attention determines your experience, 
not only because it can be focused on this or that 
road, but also in more mysterious and difficult to 
define ways. 

For instance, with the right kind of attention, 
while looking at a television, you can be immersed 
in the “illusion” created by sounds and fleeting 
images, even forgetting that you are looking at a 
screen. 

We can experience what we see so intimately, 
that we feel “inside” the images and not merely 
observing coloured dots that shift on and off over 
the flat surface of a black mirror. 

Despite the true nature of that black mirror, 
we become afraid of the images. We suffer. We get 
fired up and bummed down; carried in a “flow.” 
This is not necessarily bad, but it is an illusion. 


Fortunately, if whatever the TV shows is too 
oppressive, a slight shift in our attention will find 
a reference within our own immediate experience 
and sensitivity, assuring us directly that we are 
only watching TV and not actually participating 
in the plot. It’s just a dream. 

That feeling of attachment to the images was 
only an illusion. Now you can see the television as 
a mirror; a water puddle reflecting colours and 
forms that create no preference, no attachments. 

If the input signal shows one person, one 
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person will be shown. If the input shows a city, a 
city will be shown. 

It is not like the screen is turning into the 
things it shows. The lights are only shining in a 
different way. The screen is ever the same. 

Nothing shown on the screen is “inside” the 
television, yet also the television does not impede 
the existence of the images. 


If people lack the skill for switching out of the 
illusion, watching television could quickly turn 
into a hideous source of suffering and confusion. 
Yet changing from one view to another happens 
instantly. 

How does it really happen? 

You can talk about the subject and say a lot of 
intelligent stuff, but nobody could really explain 
to people how to look at a TV as either an illusory 
world or just a bright, coloured screen. You can 
only discover and experience this kind of personal 
direct clarification by yourself, no matter how 
much or how eloquently others talk about it. 


At first glance, an ordinary person could say 
that a TV is something “real,” while the images 
and sounds it produces are illusions. 

“All lies! Those are a bunch of lies!” 


Still, watching TV is seen as a pleasure. 

Following illusions is not bad either. 

It becomes bad when we cannot experience 
that detachment from knowing directly that our 
reality is really not linked to those illusions, which 
in reality are nothing more than shifting images 
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over a constant screen. 


Watching TV, we fantasize somehow that all 
the pixels blinking relate to “real” events. 

This fantasy is useful and even “true” in many 
ways. However, the real nature of those images is 
emptiness. 

TV images are like the bubbles on the surface 
of a river. They are blips turning on and off, fading 
in and out, without substance. 

The true “substance” of those images is the 
black/bright screen, hidden behind the images it 
shows. 

Images and sounds playing on the television 
do not lead “outside the television.” They do not 
inhabit any external place to the TV that it can 
somehow “reach.” 

The television is a impoverished simulation of 
the mind. 


If you were expecting to “comprehend” the 
fundamental principles of Zen Buddhism, they 
have already been repeated several times and in 
many different ways throughout this series. 


Zen is supposed to be a self-reliant discipline 
and explanations cannot give you the confidence. 
Just look at all the philosophers... It is just talk. 

Moreover, attaining the kind of confidence 
that words can provide, might block you from 
achieving other forms of confidence that words 
cannot provide. 

If you feel like you already know, why learn? 
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Warnings were given to suspect the words 
that are too convenient, for they are a place to tie 
a donkey for thousands of years. 


I remember how sometime in the future, a 
child alien came to Earth with his family, ordered 
to colonize a village in Brazil. 

They lived facing the sea and the child was 
fascinated with the ocean. He wished he could join 
the waves and be a part of it. 

Unfortunately, all humans were already dead, 
and the little alien had never seen a humanoid 
like him swimming in the water. 


A friend came to visit and as they watched the 
waves from the balcony, he mentioned his desire 
to be surrounded by those waves, and joining their 
flow. If it was only possible... 

His friend jumped up and said: 

“Hold onto your seat, my friend! Because my 
parents were just toying with an artefact called a 
‘DVD’ and we watched the humans doing just 
that! They call it ‘swimming’ and it doesn’t look 
complicated at all. You just have to move your 
arms and legs!” 


I myself think it was a good explanation. 


Confident that he already knew how to swim, 
because this alien kid was a genius, he would 
stare at the sea from far away, moving his arms 
and legs. Now, the way he moved evolved into a 
progressively more subjective and complicated 
pantomime of the water’s movement. This would 
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satisfy him intellectually. 

His heart was not at peace, his yearning was 
still there, but his intelligence convinced him that 
he was swimming and even getting good at it. 


But then another little alien heard about this 
“swimming” and felt very insecure about his own 
understanding of it. 

He was puzzled: 

“Just move your arms and legs? What does it 
really mean? It doesn’t make any sense...” 

Not so “smart,” (and because of this, maybe 
more curious,) he tried a lot of things, until he was 
so tired he simply delivered his body to the water. 

Now, when he practiced “moving your arms 
and legs,” he actually learned a thing or two about 
swimming. 


Later, an older alien visited their village. He 
worked as a fisherman and knew everything one 
needs to know about swimming. 

Can you picture it? A bunch of big-headed grey 
kids, gathered around the more experienced alien, 
who could be said to be swaggy compared to all 
the village folk. Happy to see children interested 
in swimming, he gave them some advice: 

“You must avoid the ‘duck hand,’ with fingers 
too wide open. You must avoid the ‘karate hand,’ 
with fingers too tight. The correct method is a 
middle ground, we call it the ‘swimmer hand.’ You 
must develop it.” 

That genius kid “understood” all the words, 
but at the same time they meant nothing to him. 

Everything he “knew” about swimming was a 
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theoretical concept — which did represent reality 
in a proper way (just move your arms and legs,) 
but in practice, all the words he was gathering 
had no actual relation to the ability of moving his 
own body in the water. 


“Having in your head an idea that describes 
swimming” does not reveal the practical reality of 
swimming. 

No one could truly replace the experience of 
swimming with an explanation. It cannot produce 
the benefits of swimming. It is merely a ghost 
made of thoughts. It is not swimming. 


If that space genius thinks he “understands” 
the swimmer hands — without ever feeling the 
pressure from the water while trying to drag his 
body around it — whatever he “understands” is 
something random. It doesn’t matter if it is cool 
and beautiful and intelligent, it is a pantomime of 
the sea and not swimming. 

Even if a thousand scholars all agree that his 
is the correct understanding and they make a pact 
to follow it until the end of the world, it will only 
add confusion on top of more confusion and it will 
be hard to stop. How could they ever swim? 

This is what we call “trying to be too clever, 
ending up being inept,” or “it is hard mounting on 
a tiger, and even more difficult getting down from 
it later.” 


The advice of the experienced fisherman about 
duck hands, karate hands, and swimmer hands 
was relevant and well-placed — but to people who 
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are occupied in a pantomime of the sea it either 
means nothing or can even hinder practice in 
some cases. It is only through practice that ideas 
can be clarified and turned into benefits. 


Zen Buddhism is not a theory. 

It is not that Zen is impossible to understand, 
but that an understanding cannot swim. 

We can trace theories, just like swimming and 
throwing darts also gave rise to theories, but the 
theory is not the activity. 

Even if a person knows all the theory related 
to throwing darts, all the math and the physics, 
and all the tips and recommendations, when they 
are about to throw a dart for the first time they 
are just like any other beginner. 

A person who can’t even read could still do 
better just by practicing. 

So of course theories about practices are not 
bad, but just not as good as the practices. They 
cannot replace the practice. Studying basketball 
and playing basketball are not the same. 

So don’t bother understanding anything else 
for a while. If you are already practicing, good for 
you. If you are still lacking an entry point, still 
unsure of what to try, why don’t you start with 
your attention? 


Have you ever noticed your attention as a 
function of your body, like your arms and legs and 
sight? 

Have you used your attention, or are you used 
by it? 
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When I was searching for the ox, I came to the 
realization that my attention was like an invisible 
arm on my back. I had never noticed it, so it was 
wild and dirty. It flapped around like crazy, and 
when it hit something, it would stick to it. Even if 
it was burning, it would stick to it. 

Then it would jiggle and pull, trying to break 
free, but it was slimy and sticky, so as soon as it 
got away it would lash and stick to something 
else. Even if I wanted to stick it to happiness, it 
wouldn't obey. 

I had to do attention physiotherapy so that I 
could tame and use my attention, instead of being 
a victim to its craziness. 

I intentionally moved my attention from here 
to there: from my sight to my hearing, from the 
skin on my arms to pressure beneath my feet... 

I would intentionally hold and let go. Also, I 
particularly liked lying down in a dark room and 
focusing all of my attention in music, in the sound 
of music; following the bass or the keyboards for 
example. 

Watching television and shifting from joining 
the illusion, to being in a room looking at a screen. 

Also reading books focus your attention, it can 
lead to a kind of samadhi. 

If you get to know your attention intimately, 
everything you do has a little bit of water. Who 
can tell you where to go to find more water and 
swim? When you get a taste for water and can 
wander around freely, your nose naturally finds 
the way. But “reasoning” here will fail you. 


Even understanding that understanding is 
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not enough is still foolish. Anything can be taken 
too far. 

When mind observes itself, there is no seer 
and no thing being seen. When you are looking at 
a television as either an illusion or a screen, how 
could this really tell of a pixel seeing a pixel, the 
television of the universe watching television? 
What a bunch of crap... Words are flowers. Practice 
is fruit. 


Attached to the ferry, you will not reach the 
Other Shore. It is not a Sacred Ferry where to live 
and raise your children. It is only an expedient 
tool for achieving something else. 

Also meditation and Buddhist philosophy are 
only traps and nets, boats and tools. 


Do you want to feel at home in your own life? 
Do you want to be at ease and confident in your 
place within the world? 

There are many tools and boats and nets and 
traps. 

Zen Buddhism is not for everybody. 


Some make it seem like it is actually for only 
a few; only if you can leave your house and become 
a monk, only if you are compassionate and kind, 
only if you have the money to pay for special books, 
lessons and events, only if you are a literate, only 
if you can spend the long hours sitting under the 
supervision of some pure-blood phony with super 
powers... 

In this sense, I totally disagree with them and 
believe Zen Buddhism is for anybody, just like 
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swimming. Check for yourself how even babies 
can swim. 


But in another sense, as A. V. Grimstone 
writes in his introduction to Katsuki Sekida’s Two 
Zen Classics: 


“We might draw an analogy and say that a 
collection of koans is like a well-equipped gymnasi- 
um in which Zen students can train themselves. They 
can start with fairly simple exercises and progress to 
more difficult ones. What they achieve depends on 
their own efforts. The gymnasium is useless unless 
they get to work in it.” 


Maybe a Zen gym is not for you, but there is 
certainly a road that is suited for you. 

Within Buddhism alone, there are many sects 
and schools with remarkably different approaches 
— like Indian Buddhism, Tibetan Buddhism, Pure 
Land Buddhism... 

These were only a few, and already there is 
great difference in their approaches. In the end, 
they all spring from and return to the same point. 
They are like different tools, adapted to different 
kinds of people, for doing the same job. 

And even if in your heart you are a hammer 
person, learning about screws will teach you more 
about wood, about fastening things together, 
about using tools more safely and proficiently. 


Sure I have exposed myself to shame and 
muddled the world with idle chatter about Zen, 
but even without understanding anything and 
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even if people fall into traps and make fools of 
themselves, it is still a good thing to talk and 
think about enlightenment. 

It is better than all the other things people are 
talking and thinking about as “reality”, because it 
should be more than clear by now that whatever 
people are doing about it is not working to their 
advantage, nor hitting the mark. 


For me, it was Zen. It worked. I got what I 
wanted and I am satisfied. 


But people pretend to be satisfied and maybe 
I am also lying to myself, or at least lying to you. 
Don’t you be a fool and believe a person like me. 

Many times, anywhere, what people label as 
“good” seems opportunistic, while they label so 
many things as “bad” out of pure prejudice. 


I feel satisfied, but I would rather you doubt 
me and take me for a liar. 

I am certainly a thief, who stole the sacred 
peaches from the Imperial Palace and brought 
them down to earth, where I both give them away 
for free and sell them around for cheap. 

So don’t you believe the words from a thief. 
Only accept that these peaches are sacred if you 
can become an immortal yourself. 


Of course “an immortal” does not mean “a per- 
son who cannot die.” But “a person who cannot 
die” also illustrates a feeling and a power, a cer- 
tain kind of clarity, that people can have while 
they live. 
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So even talking and thinking about enlighten- 
ment is like playing Heaven’s Lottery. Maybe, out 
of sheer luck, at some point you will win. 

They say that the Sixth Patriarch got his prize 
immediately, by listening to the Diamond Sutra, 
while even the “Golden Boy” Shakyamuni had to 
practice for many years. 


Even if your luck is not good, it is still better 
playing the Heaven’s Lottery than being well paid 
for working regular hours at Hell’s Office. 

Even talking nonsense and getting lost in 
your words on Buddhism is filling your head with 
good seeds. It just happens that practicing one 
foot is much better than talking about a mile. 


A problem with talking and thinking is they 
can make things glamorous and idealized. Do you 
see how this word was crafted and what it means, 
“idealized”? 

Don’t trade a useful ordinary business for a 
useless fancy farce. 

When people start idealizing stuff, they tend 
to start and join some ‘sacred,’ ‘rational’ crusades 
to persecute others. 

Before you idealize Zen, you should remember 
that just like me, it is covered in shit. 

In a word, if you are trying to avoid shit, your 
shit is not Zen. 


Since ancient times, when people used rags 
and pieces of cloth to clean up their asses, Zen 
monks would collect these leftover cloths. 

The monks would wash them and then patch 
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their robes from them. This was even considered 
by many the PUREST fabric and the BEST KIND 
of robe. 

I say the power of this robe is thoroughly deep 
and unquestionable. 


So I am sorry for the all stench, but I believe 
that if nobody shits on a bunch of scraps, throwing 
them all over the city — if nobody is gathering old 
shitty rags from others to patch them into Buddhist 
robes — how could the students cover themselves 
with any elegance? 


Now that you are clothed and fed, I need to 


see if there are enough rivers in Brazil to wash me 
clean of all this shit, so fuck off. 


Swimming with the towers in the sky, now, 
Kerozene 
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